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DEDICATION. 



The following little poems, most of which will be 
found to illustrate, to a greater or less extent, the 
benefits of Sanctified Affliction, are affectionately 

DEDICATED TO MY WIFE. 

Her fervent love for simple, natural, and unpreten- 
tious poetry, which has either been purposely cast in the 
mould of Evangelical Truth,— or, when purely secular, 
is never antagonistic to it ; strongly combines with her 
own personal experience of the consolations of true 
Religion, during severe, frequent, and long-protracted 
illness, to render this Inscription as appropriate to h*r, 
as it is pleasing to 

THE AUTHOR. 
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PREFACE. 



No tedious introduction to the following little 
poems, shall be allowed to trespass on the reader's 
patience. A glance at the title-page will be quite 
enough to indicate their nature, and the author's 
object in publishing them ; for he has endeavoured 
to preserve the strictest harmony between that 
page and all others that succeed it. 

He may be permitted to remark, however, that 
a few of the pieces in these pages, were either 
published in different Magazines, or other pe- 
riodicals ; or were privately printed, (but not 
published,) and perused by numerous personal 
friends, — many years ago. Among those pieces 
may be mentioned Queen Victoria's Dream 
— written immediately after H. R. H. the Prince 
Consort's death ; and " The Secret of England's 
Greatness," published still earlier. A few others 
have very recently appeared in other periodical 
publications ; but a large number of the poems 
in this volume, have never before seen the light ; 
and several have been written within the last 
couple of months. 



All ate now published at the particular desire 
of many very dear friends, who are hoping and 
praying, that those of them specially composed 
for the consolation of mourners, may, through 
the gracious influence of the Divine Comforter, 
both' glorify God, and prove cheering and so- 
lacing to many sorrowing hearts. In that prayer 
the author most earnestly and humbly unites; 
for, in its fulfilment he would realize his highest 
wishes, and the greatest reward of this — his lit*!" 
" work of faith and labour of love." 

An Appendix at the end of tfi 
mencing on page 141) contains 
tory Notes, that may, perhaps, pi 
ance, especially to juvenile reade* 
bably unnecessary for a large pro 
elders. The Notes in the Appei 
to the numbers in brackets, on tl ,uc pages 

For example, the first Note, thus, ('), as in Stanza 
VI., page 16. 
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TEARS AND RAINBOWS. 



QUEEN VICTORIA'S DREAMS 



And is it, after all, a dream — 

A dear, delicious dream, that flies 
"With its illusive joys away, 
Before the light of opening day, 

As from the dawning skies 
Each loving star that cheer' d the night, 
And shed on earth such heavenly light, 
At morning disappears, 
Mourn' d by the dewy tears 
That fill and overflow Aurora's weeping eyes ? 
Father of Mercies ! if indeed 'tis so, 

And if my Albeet really is gone, 
Oh ! help Thy widow d child, in all her woe, 

To say, " Thy will be done ! " 
But yet, Thou know'st, to wake and see the sun 
So blessed and so sweet a dream dispel, 
And hear the sobbings of my children tell, 
That now on earth a Father they have none, 
Is hard to bear : but Thou dost all things well — 
Therefore, ** Thy will be done ! " 



• Written very soon after the death of His Royal Highness, 
the Prince Consort. 



QUEEN VICTORIA'S DBEAX. 



Long, weary hours my eyes had kept 
Unceasing vigil through the night ; 
And when, worn out, at last I wept 
Myself to sleep, what visions of delight 
Heaven's pity sent to chase away my grief, 
And give my bleeding, broken heart relief ! 
"With my own Albebt at my side, 
I roam'd once more a youthful bride — 
The happiest one that earth had ever seen — 
Amid the forest shades 
And flow'r-bespangled glades 
Of dear old Windsor; less like England's Queen 
Than one of her young rustic daughters, who 
Each wild bird's habits, haunts, and warblings knew ; 
And every floral beauty there, 
Whose fragrant breath perfumed the air, 
And whose sweet blushes symbolized 
The modesty so dearly prized 
In England's daughters fair. 

! how my darling's smile 

Entranced my heart the while, 
And sent its sunshine streaming through my breast ! 

While in its blessed beam 

Wood, valley, hill, and stream 
Rejoiced and grew more beautiful and blest. 
Nay, e'en the sun — bright monarch of the day — 
Caught from that smile a more refulgent ray ; 
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While the few fleecy clouds that fringed 
The evening sky, it fairer tinged. 

And then the very birds, 

At all the tender words 
My Albert spoke, more vocal seem'd to grow ; 

And, trembling with delight, 

Down from the holy height 
Of heaven, the Skylark's dulcet trill 
Was pour'd, more sweet and mellow still, 

Upon the earth below. 
Thence, from a thousand plumy throats, 

In field and forest, hedge and grove, 
Rose up to heaven responsive notes 

Of harmony and love. 
And every song seem'd sweeter far 

Than it before had seem'd ; 
Until at last the vesper star 
Came riding on its silver car, 

And Philomela* teem'd 
Such floods of music on the ear, 
No other minstrel it could hear. 
Soon every other tuneful bill, 
As even death itself was still ; 
As if a seraph from the choir 

Of Heav'n had come to sing for man, 
And mute grew every other lyre, 
And voice, when Philomel's began. 

* The Nightingale— Philomela luscinia. 
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Long time to that sweet witchery 

Of all that's magical in sound. 
Or rapturous, and bold, and free, 
Or soft and sad, as sad can be, — 

"We listen'd, as though we were bound 
By some resistless spell, that broke — 
Too soon, alas ! for now I woke, 
And found, as my sweet slumbers fled. 
My fond and faithful Albert — dead ! 
And I myself a widow* d Queen, 
Boused from a dream of what had been 
Oft realized in other years 

By him and me, ere yet these eyes 
Had known the meaning of the tears 

That from a broken heart arise. 

! peerless minstrel of the grove ! 

The songs of other birds may be 
Forgotten by the heart of Love ; 

But thine unearthly melody, 
Once heard, can never be forgot 

Through all the round of future years, 
By any mortal's mind that's not 
Incapable of being wrought 

By love and music into tears. 

To me, sweet bird of night ! 
No more 'twill bring delight ; 



i 
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But still 1*11 love to listen, in the dim 
And pensive hours of eve, 
To thee, and will believe 
Thou mournest with me for the loss of him 
Who never, never once again shall stray 
With his Victoria, at the close of day, 
Through Windsor's old historic shades, 
And peaceful, dear, familiar glades, 
To hear thy melting lay ! 

Alas ! for all the bliss 
Of such a world as this, 
When even mine — that knew the least alloy 
Of any mortal's lot, 
In palace or in cot, — 
The hand of Death could suddenly destroy. 
'Twas not that on the mightiest Throne 
That ever yet the world has known, 
I reign' d in peace and undisputed right ; 
And knew that its foundations lay — 
Unlike all others of my day — 
Not in the law of conquest and of might ; 
But in the love of loyal hearts 
Whose constancy to me imparts — 
And to the world — full proof they love my sway. 

no ! 'twas not the joy alone 
Of sitting on so blest a throne, 
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That made my palaces appear, 
Eaoh one a " Paradise Restored ; " 
But it was something still more dear 
Than all Earth's crowns and thrones afford. 

It was that every joy of mine was shared 
By One with whom can justly be compared 

No prince of past or present time, 

For all that makes a man sublime ; 

For every quality that wins 
•The fondest, tend'rest love that moves 

A wife's or mother's heart, — or queen's — 
Or heart of humblest lass that loves. 

Nay, more, — for all the traits that claim 

Those grandest monuments of Fame — 
A nation's love — a world's esteem — 

Traits ever shown in deeds that ask, 

And sanctify, the Muse's task ; 

And, next to God's Redeeming Love, 

That theme all other themes above, 
Must always form " The poet's noblest theme." 

Albert, my belov'd ! 

1 know 'tis well with thee ; 
For though so suddenly removed, 
The talents lent were well improved, 

And Christ— and only He — 
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Was all thy confidence : and in 

Our Saviour's dear redeeming Blood, 
That makes both prince and peasant clean, 
Who come through Him alone to God, 

Thy soul, like all Heaven's holy saints, 

Was wash'd from all its earthly taints. 

Upon the " Rock of Ages " thou 

Hadst built thy hopes, and learn' d to hide 
In thy Redeemer's bleeding side, 

Long ere in death thy noble head did bow. 

! precious, precious thought ! 
With Heaven's own sweetest balm 

This bless'd conviction now is fraught, 
And brings a holy calm 

Into my agitated breast, 
To soothe me, though it cannot heal 
The anguish that I'm doom'd to feel, 

TilTdeath shall bring me rest ; 
And my rejoicing spirit flies 
To meet my Albert in the skies, 

Where our reunion nothing can destroy, 

Or interrupt our everlasting joy. 

Till then the bitter cup of woe, 

I'll drink, that God to me has given ; 

And since His Wisdom wills it so, 
And thou art happier now in Heaven ; 
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That cup less bitter deem, and try 

Submissively to kiss the hand 
Which chastens me, and teach to thy 

Dear children thy example grand : 
That, by that bright example fired, 

They may themselves still worthy prove 
Of such a Father ; and, inspired 

With thy great virtues, keep the love 
Of that vast Empire which to-day, 
E'en more than ever, loves their Mother's sway. 

Yes, I am still a Queen, and more a Queen, 
In my bereaved and lonely widowhood, 
Than when the happiest wife 
That ever in this life 
Was blest by union with a fond, and good, 
And faithful husband, England's crown was seen 
To sparkle joyous on my brow — 
That now so sorrowfully wears 
A widow's cap, and 'neath its cares 
Deep in the dust doth bow. 

Yes, I am more a Queen to-day, than when, 

■ 

At any period of the by-gone time, 

Or in my happy youth, or happier prime, 

Old England's sceptre in the eyes of men, 

Seem'd lovely in my hand ; 

For though in every land 
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My Albert and myself were praised, 

(As well by Britain's former foes, 

As by the loyal lips of those 

Whose heads, and hearts, and hands have raised 
Britannia's fame so high o'er all compeers,) 
I now behold in all my people's tears 

For thee, my own departed Love, 

And in their tender sympathy 

For all thy children, and for me, 

A proof incomp'rably above 
All other proofs my people could have shown, 

How dear, how deathless is the bond 

That binds, so firmly, and so fond, 
An Empire's heart to thy sad Widow's throne. 

History ! thou hast 
No record of the past, 
In any age or nation under Heaven, 

(How bright soe'er its annals prove 

In faith and fealty and love,) 

That shows such gen'rous loyalty, 

Such tender, holy sympathy, 
As my fond people to their Queen have given. 
There's not a spot beneath the sun, 
In torrid, temp'rate, frigid zone, 
Throughout the world, that owns my sway, — 
From Hudson's bleak and frozen Bay, 
And grand Canadian lakes and woods, 
To India's jungles, plains, and floods, 
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And rich Australia's golden hills, — 
Bat loyal love in tears distils 
A balm so cordial and so pure, 
It soothes the heart it cannot cure. 

But ! at home in Britain's Isles, 
That ever greeted me with smiles, 

My people's fond fidelity 
And sympathising tenderness, 
To me and mine in our distress, 
O'erwhelm both them and me. 

Belov'd Old England's beauteous Bose, 
Though ev'ry petal 's steep'd in tears, 

More fragrant smells, more brightly blows, 
Than e'er it did in former years. 

Brave Caledonia's Thistle, too, 
Assumes a loveliness that ne'er, 
Before, a Thistle seem'd to wear, 

Now that 'tis wet with sorrow's dew. 

Whilst gen'rous Erin's Triple Leaf, 

(Whose tender green would solace grief, 

Did Bose and Thistle cease to bloom ; 

And whose sweet flow'r doth so perfume 

Her balmy and delicious air,) 

Seems greener now, and far more fair ; 



* 
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Though drown'd in tears rain'd from the skies 
Of loyal Erin's hearts and eyes — 
Than when both leaf and nW'r did shine, 
So late, in Albert's smile and mine. 

'Tis but a few short months ago,* that we 

Were welcomed last, with greeting warm and grand, 
By her brave sons, and daughters fair — to see 

Their Em'rald Isle— their lovely Shamrock land. 
But, mid its wild and beauteous scenes, no more 

Shall we together rapturously rove ; 
Nor anywhere— till Heaven itself restore — 

No more to part — my lost, my sainted Love ! 



* About three months before the Prince Consort's death. 



"THE SECRET OF ENGLAND'S GREATNESS." 



\ 



This little poem was suggested by the answer given by Her 
Majesty, Queen Victoria, to the Ambassador of an African 
Prince, who had sent to enquire about the Source of England's 
Power and Greatness. The beautiful incident of presenting a 
Copy of the Bible to the Ambassador, by the Queen's own 
hand, while Her Majesty directed him to " tell the Prince, that, 
This it the Secret of England's Greatness " — was described in 
The British Workman for December, 1859. A full-paged pic- 
torial illustration accompanied the description. 



I, 
That was an Episode as grand 

As ever graced Britannia's Story, 
When to a Prince of foreign land, 

Who asked the Source of Britain's glory, 
The blessed Book of God our own 

Victoria sent, in its completeness : — 
" Go tell your Prince that Tins alone, 

The Secret is of England's Greatness ! " 

II. 

noble words of England's Queen ! 

They'll in our history live for ever ; 
For ne'er had England's greatness been 

So well explained before ; and never, 
While we that sacred Book revere, 

Of which those precious words were spoken, 
Need our beloved Country fear, 

Her pow'r or prestige can be broken. 
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III. 

" Great peace have they who love Thy Law, 

And nothing [ever] shall offend them ; "* 
Are truths our foes should hear with awe, 

Lest God in wrath again should rend them ; 
As when, of old, they proudly bore 

Their vast " Invincible Armadas/' 
Heav'n wreck'd them, both on sea and shore — 

To warn the World none should invade us ! 

IV. 

But vain our armaments, and all 

Oar wealth, and pow'r, and volunteering, 
Will prove, to save us from our fall, 

Should we without Heav'n's Chart be steering. 
"While, firmer than the rocks that bound 

Our Island-home, whatever commotion 
May shake the world, shall we be found— 

If true to God be our devotion ! 

Y. 

Then, let us only more delight 

To honour Him — His Word obeying ; 

And we may still of England's might 
And glory sing ; and, in the saying 

Of our beloved Queen, express 

Our children's cry, far in the lateness 

Of Time's last age, as they address — 

The Secret of Old England's Greatness." 



c( 



* Psalm cxix. 165. 



SOLACE Iff SORROW. 



This Poetic Epistle was composed for the comfort of a dear 
friend of the author's boyhood, who had just suffered the sad- 
dest bereavements in the loss of his wife and child. 



I. 

In all thy griefs, beloved Friend 
Of boyhood's blessed years, 

We sympathise, and wish to send 
Some solace for thy tears. 

And yet, it almost seemeth rude, 
In this thy hour of deep 

And dark distress — however good 

And kind our motives — to intrude 

Upon the sacred solitude 
. In which thou lov'st to weep. 

Full well we know how hearts bereft 

Of treasures such as thou 
Hast lately lost, love to be left 

Alone, to weep and bow 
In self-consuming agony, 

(To them Earth's only bliss,) 
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O'er each remembrancer they see, 
Of all their former joys; and flee, 
Upon the wings of memory, 
In search of all they miss. 

III. 

Who will, may deem those feelings wrong — 

We love them, and admire ; 
But still our sympathetic song 

"Would urge to something higher. 
We, too, the cup of grief have drained, 

(More bitter, it may be, 
Than even thine,) but from it gained 
Some precious blessings, ne'er obtained, 
Except by those whose hearts are pained 

With pangs of misery. 

IV. 

No patients ever liked the taste 

Of nauseous drugs, we own ; 
Although convinced they've often chased 

Disease, and given tone 
To their debilitated frames : 

But millions whom they've cured, 
Recall with gratitude the names 
Of those unpleasant drugs, whose claims 
Each one admits— nor ever blames 

The bitterness endured. 
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Y. 

So, when the hand of God fills up 

Life's chalice to the brim, 
"With sorrow's drugs — we bless the cup, 

Because it comes from Him. 
We know the " Good Physician " ne'er 

Prescribes one drop of woe, 
But what will turn to rapture, where 
'Tis sanctified by faith and pray'r ; 
"While health of soul, and blessings rare, 

From bitt'rest trials flow. 

VI. 

Some graces, only in the gloom 

Of sorrow we can get ; 
As those sweet flow'rs that never bloom 

Until the sun hath set, 
Find pow'r their petals to expand, 

From shadows of the night : 
And peerless mid that floral band, 
Victoria Regia (*) doth stand, 
With many a Cactus sweet and grand — ( 2 ) 

To charm our scent and sight. 

YII. 

Some plants, while living, o'er the field 

No odours ever shed ; 
But sweetest perfumes always yield, 

When they are dried and dead. 
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The Yernal Grass ( 8 ) that gives the hay, 

In meadows newly mown, 
Its fragrancy — must first decay : 
So, myriad human hearts delay 
Till earthly joys have died, ere they 

By heavenly sweets are known. 

vin. 

And numerous plants, while living, need 

To feel our trampling feet, 
Or bruising hand, to make them bleed, 

Ere we can tell they're sweet. 
While others, still, that breathe around 

Rich odours, sweeter grow, 
When crush'd and broken on the ground :— 
Thus, many a sorrowing soul is found 
With sweetest graces to abound, 

That none but mourners know. 

IX. 

The classic Spikenard ( 4 ) which exhales 

Such rich aroma — fann'd, 
And woo'd, and kiss'd by all the gales 

Of India's mountain land, 
May be — and yet refuse to bless 

The disappointed air, 
With its delicious sweets, unless 
Some passing foot its beauties press : — 
But, wounded thus, in lavishness 

It breathes them everywhere. c 
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X 

So with the Currant, ( 8 ) and the Bay, (•) 

(That true old Laurel used 
To crown the ancients' brows, when they 

Had won renown,) if bruised, 
Each from its wounded leaves bestows 

Rich fragrance, else unknown. 
And ev'n the Cinnamon ( 7 ) that grows 
On Ceylon's spicy island, throws 
Less perfume out, till crush? d— like those 

Made good by grief alone. 

XL 

Earth's hottest trials are, at times, 

Found needful to complete 
The soul in grace ; and God sublimes 

Them in the dreaded heat. 
As Frankincense (•) in fragrancy 

From censers cannot rise, 
Until it burns ; so, hearts there be, 
That only in adversity 
Gain heavenly sweetness — never free, 

Till then, to seek the skies. 

XII. 

Affliction is a blessed School, 
Where God illumes the mind, 

In such a way that ev'n a fool 
True wisdom there may find. 
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Some heavenly visions never rise 

Elsewhere upon our sight, 
As countless glories of the skies 
Are hidden till the daylight dies ; 
But then, as Earth fades from our eyes, 

Shine forth to bless the night. (') 

XIII. 

Until the songsters of the day] 
• Themselves to sleep have sung, 
We scarcely hear the heavenly lay 

Of Philomela's tongue. ( l# ) 
And thus, when we have miss'd the whole 

Sweet symphony that flows 
From friends we've lost— or sorrows roll 
Their midnight shadows on the soul — 
Heav'n doth its sweetest comforts dole, 

To cheer our darkest woes. 

XIY. 

The diamond dewdrops that adorn 

The meadows, trees, and flowers, 
Would ne'er have beautified the morn, 

Had mg%t not wept the showers. 
Nor could " the Sun of Righteousness," 

Adorn our earthly years, 
With gems so bright as those that dress 
Our souls in sympathy, to bless 
Our fello w-suff'rers' souls, 'unless 

Dark sorrows brought us tears. c 2 



% 
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XV. 

The foaming Waterfall both bright 

And beautiful would seem, 
If basking in the noontide light, 

A alow and placid stream. 
But then, at least, one charming trait 

That none would like to miss, 
Should from the landscape be away — 
Those sparkling clouds of snowy spray 
The broken waves send up to play, 

3Lnd sunbeams stoop to kiss. 

XVI. 

'Tis thus a Christian's life may be 

A bright and beauteous tide, 
If, from earth's rougher trials free, 

Tow'rds Heav'n it calmly glide. 
But if o'er sorrow's rocks it pour, 

And, like the Waterfall, 
Its joys be dash'd upon the shore, 
'Twill cause the soul's affections more 
Divinely beautiful to soar, 

While Grace illumes them all. 

XVII. 

The eye of Science loves to gaze 

Upon the beauteous bow 
That spans the heav'ns— and of its rays 

The origin to show. 



S0LA.CE IN SORROW. 21 

But ev'n the most unletter'd wight, 

Who never learn' d the laws 
That form its many- color' d light, 
Knows well the Rainbow takes the bright 
And varied tints that charm his sight, 

All from a darken' d cause. 

XVIII. 

He knows, at least, it ne'er appears, 

Unless the sky is dim 
With some dark cloud that's shedding tears ; 

And 'tis enough for him 
To see its beauty, and to know 

Those tears will fertilize 
The gladden'd earth on which they flow, 
And make the fields and flow'rs bestow 
More food and loveliness ; and so, 

That weeping cloud he'll prize. 

XIX. 

If thus ev'n Ignorance can see 

Such wisdom in the showers — 
Such blessings in black clouds — shall we, 

Who boast of higher powers ; 
And talk of faith in HeavVs own care, 

And truth, and might, and love ; — 
Shall we distrust our God ? or dare, 
In ev'n our darkest woes, despair ? 
Or aught behold but Wisdom there, 

And Mercy from above ? 
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XX. 

Sad — very sad — our soul's may be, 

Ev'n when the Saviour's smile 
Soothes and illumes our misery, 

With tend'rest love, the while. 
And we may weep when friends have fled, 

Since He Who placed our eyes, 
As Safety- Fakes, within our head, 
To keep our hearts from bursting — shed 
The fondest tears above the dead, 

Whom Her, in life, did prize.* 

XXI. 

We will not, therefore, bid thee wipe, 

Too soon, thy tears away : 
They'll soothe thee : — and, as fruit grows ripe, 

Not only in the ray 
Of warming suns, when days are bright, 

And all things smile around ; 
But in the cooling shades of night, 
When Earth with dewy tears is dight ; 
So may thy soul, in gloom and light, 

With ripening fruits abound. 

XXII. 

The World " hath need of thee "— of all 

God's children in distress, 
Who drink the wormwood and the gall 

Of sorrow's bitterness. 

• John zi. 32—36. 
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If Job and David ne'er had known 

The auguish that they felt, 
Their songs and sayings round our own 
Heart-agonies had never thrown 
Such consolations — nor had shown 

How grief to joy can melt. 

XXIII. 

Earth now a wilderness may seem, 

(To myriad* it is so !) 
Since loving eyes that used to beam 

On thee, have ceased to glow. 
But since it is a desert-land 

To millions, as to thee, 
The greater is the need thy hand 
Should raise Oases in the sand, 
Where fainting travellers may stand, 

And drink thy sympathy. 

XXIV. 

Our modes of serving them, my Mend, 

Too numerous are to name ; 
But, whether widely they extend, 

Or localize, our fame ; 
If God be pleased that others gain 

A blessing by our loss, 
Oub trials wont have come in vain ; 
For grand 'twill be, on sorrow's plain, 
To solace ev'n one heart in pain— 

Like Mungo's little Moss. ( u ) 
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XXV. 

The time for grief will soon be o'er — 

The pinions of our years 
Will bear us swiftly to the shore 

Where neither pain, nor tears, 
Nor death, shall interrupt our bliss ; 

Nor farewell words destroy 
Our fellowship with those we miss 
So sadly here. Then, humbly kiss 
The rod that chastens thee — for this 

Prepares for endless joy ! * 

XXVI. 

Fresh from the fountain of thy heart, 

Tears still will often rise, 
For those from whom thou'rt doom'd to part ; 

And dimm'd will be thine eyes, 
At times, whatever joys may be 

Left on them yet to smile : — 
But ! may sorrow never see 
Thee shrink from fighting, manfully, 
Life's battle, still — and God shall thee 

Crown in a little while ! 



* 2 Corinthians iv : 17,18. Hebrews xii: 10,11. 



"BIDE YOUR TIME." 



I. 

Are you a Watcher, with your weary eyes 

Long fix'd in hope on life's still sunless East ? 

And does the Orient yet refuse the least 
Faint gleaming sign, that joy will ever rise ? 
Still ' Bide youh time ! ' for though the tardy morning 

To you appear as if 'twould never dawn ; 
And ev'n the stars, griefs sable skies adorning, 
Seem, with the night-fiends of despair, all scorning 

The brilliant scenes by faith and fancy drawn ; 
The joyful sun, 
His course to run, 

Will rise in majesty sublime, 
Ere long, and chase 
Each gloomy trace 

Of sorrow's night from off the face 

Of Heav'n — and make evn Earth a place 

(FilTd though it be with woe and crime,) 
Of light and bliss ; though doubt and anguish may 
Commingle with them. Then, to you we say — 
Sad Watcher, faint not at the morn's delay, 

Nor doubt the Sun will your horizon climb : 
But still watch on, and hope in Heav'n, and pray 
For faith to trust, by night as well as day, 

And Grace to — " Bide your time ! " 
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II. 

Have you been wounded by the cruel fangs 

Of faithless Love — Earth's most envenom'd snake ? 

And doth its poison' d perfidy still take 
Its deadly course, with hell- dispensing pangs, 
Throughout your heart, and brain, and memory — burning 

As but the fire of hell itself could burn ? 
Still, " Bide youe time ! ' for, though your soul be 

spurning 
AH earthly antidotes but one, and turning 

In vain to that — it yet to you may turn ! 
But, false to Love, 
If your heart's Dove 

Should still secrete the Serpent's slime, 
And venom too, 
To poison you ; 

And yet, in reptile form, pursue 

Its treachery, and its bites renew ; 

Although the victim of the crime- 
Remember still, 'tis better far, that we 
Should be iheprey, than pebpeteatobs be, 
Of perjured vows and heartless perfidy ; 

While to forgive, is God-uke, and sublime ! 
And seldom fails the slaves of treachery 
To win to Heav'n, and truth, and amity : 

Then, " Bide "— " Bide youb time ! " 
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III. 

Are you a sufferer, rack'd and wrung with pain, 

That, night or day, scarce intermission knows ? 

A sleepless prey to agony, that flows, 
Like liquid fire, through every nerve and vein ? 
'Tis hard to say — and almost heartless seemeth — 

Still, ' Bide tour time ! ' to such a one as you : 
But, while your anguish on your pillow teemeth, 
Divine Compassion in each teardrop beameth, 

And Mercy's rainbow, Faith therein may view. 
The crucial test, 
God sees is best 

To prove, and prompt our faith to climb 
Up to His Throne : — 
And, though alone 

Through Christ we're saved — each pang and groan, 

As Mercy's RtiorU will be shown, 

Our souls' affections to sublime. 
Who in those Retorts of affliction ne'er 
Are sublimated, cling to earth, and there 
Contented lie — too dull and gross to care 

For Heavenly joys, though deathless in their prime. 
But still, poor sufferer ! God gives pow'r to bear 
The keenest pangs, to those who seek in pray'r, 

For Grace to—' Bide their time.' 
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IV. 

Are you a Victim of some cunning clique, 

Or jealous junto, who conspire to bear 

Your upward way ? or, life's fair voyage mar, 
By plots to cause your ship to spring a leak ? 
Still ' Bide tour time ! ' Firm to your purpose clinging, 

Each day hope on — the Victory yet you'll gain 
O'er every danger, and each foe that's flinging 
Dark disappointment round you now ; and wringing 

Your heart with anguish, while your labour 's vain. 
Though winning wealth 
By schemes and stealth, 

Vile knaves you 've seen to honour climb ; 
And snuggest place 
Bestowed on base 

And brainless men, who thrive apace — 

Although they've neither gifts nor grace, 

To hide the tricks that them begrime : 
«' Fret not yourself that wicked men succeed,"* 
And artful fraud deprives you of the meed 
Of honest toil : God frowns upon the deed ! 

And men will yet confess and mourn the crime, 
By which a good and useful plant 's decreed 
To yield to any worthless, noxious weed : 

Then, wrong' d one — " Bide tour time ! " 

* Psalm xxxvii. 1. 
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Y. 

Are you a child of penury, whose eyes 
Can see no sign prosperity will yet 
Shine on your pathway — now so often wet 
With chilling sleet, from Want's tempestuous skies? 
Still, ' Bide tour time ! ' however darkly lowers 

The frowning arch above your head ; ere long, 
Bright Plenty's sun may smile away the showers, 
And fill life's landscape with the laughing flowers 
Of Independence — and its joyous song. 
! trust the love 
Of Him above, 
To Whom the hymns that angels chime, 
Are not more dear 
Than is each tear 
Of hearts oppress* d by want and fear — 
■ Yet, striving still themselves to cheer, 

By faith submissive and sublime. 
Then, trust in God ! and grapple with the coil 
That binds you down : for, faith and honest toil 
But seldom fail to change the poorest soil 
Into a garden ; or the sick'ning slime 
Of Want's cold marsh, to turn to wine and oil : — 
But, should you fail, you'll win the richer spoil 
Of Heaven : — then, * Bide tour time ! ' 
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VI. 

Are you a Serf? and is your country bound 

To yield obsequience to some tyrant clod, 

That fain would crush each fetter'd child of God 
Beneath his heel, if not obsequient found ? (") 
Then, " Bide tour time ! " The hour shall come for 
rending 

Those cursed chains that keep you still a slave ; 
For Freedom's pray'rs are everywhere ascending — 
And Freedom's sons their vengeful vows are blending, 

That tyrants' bonds shall no-where bind the brave ! 
In every land, 
With Sword in hand, 

Brave hearts are dancing to the chime 
Of hopes that cry — 
" The day is nigh 

To avenge each groan, and tear, and sigh, 

By which Earth's bondsmen to the Sky 

Appeal against the Oppressors' crime ! " 
Men talk of Peace / but every land the fires 
Of War is fanning into flame, and tires 
Of peace so costly ; and each land conspires 

With hell, o'er all the other lands to climb : 
But Heaven, that blinds each despot's eyes, desires 
To free the oppress'd, when tyranny expires : 

Poor Serf ! then — •• Bide tour time ! " 



DONT GIVE UP. 



I. 

Weary Workers, whose endeavour 

No reward as yet hath won, 
Labour on in whatsoever, 

Duty tells you should be done. 
Let not indolence be coiling, 

Serpent-like, your limbs around ; 
Let despair not be despoiling 
All your lifetime's noble toiling ; 
Freezing be the days, or broiling — 

Working still in hope be found. 

II. 

Dont give up, disheartened brother ! 
Struggle still, and spurn despair : 
Quell your fears — your sorrows smother — 

Dont give up, but do and dare ! 
Toil may now seem unavailing- 
Rowing, vain, on life's rough sea — 
Not one hour may bring fair sailing — 
Every hour your boat want bailing — 
But, although your heart be quailing, 
Dont give up — You'll conqueror be ! 
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III. 

* Dont give up ! ' the vet ran seaman 

Cries, amid the tempest's roar ; 
Fighting with the stormy demon, 

For his wife and hahes " ashore." 
Fearless 'mid the billows' swelling, 

Thunder's crash, and lightning's brand, 
And the storm-fiend's hideous yelling — 
As if hell his doom were knelling — 
To his shipmates he keeps telling, 

" ' Dont give up ' — we'll make the land! " 

IV. 

Dont give up ! no hero blenches 

At the sword's uplifted blade, 
Cannon's mouth, or wasting trenches, 

Till the foe is prostrate laid. 
Bravest warriors have retreated, 

Oft and wisely, from the fight, 
When outnumbered much, or cheated 
By some treach'rous spy they greeted 
A 8 a friend : but, 'midst repeated 

Failures, scorn'd ignoble flight. 

V. 

Dont give up ! although life's battle 
Itege more fiercely than before : 

Envy's balls may round you rattle — 
Slander's bay'nets clank in gore. 
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Malice may your peace keep mobbing, 

And to kill it feel agog : 
Plotting cliques that live by jobbing, 
May grow rich while you they're robbing ; 
But, despite your bosom's throbbing, 

Face your foes — and falsehood flog ! 

VI. 

Dont give up ! — the man contending 

With his rivals in the race, 
Runs — because he hears the blending 

Shouts that greet his quicken d pace. 
Though his life it risks, he straineth — 

For an idle crowd's applause — 
Every nerve ; and rest disdaineth, 
Till the winning-post he gaineth, 
And the worthless prize obtaineth ; 

Surely, then, thou should' st not pause. 

YII. 

Dont give up ! — the patient tiller 

Of the least productive soil, 
Proves that Mother Earth doth spill her 

Blessings in the lap of toil. 
To the wheel your shoulder bowing, 

Help the wagon up the hill : 
Like the husbandman keep ploughing, 
Digging, sowing, and endowing 
Life's great field with corn — while cowing, 

Lazy loafers all stand still. n 



to 
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vin. 

Dont give np ! — though fools assure yon, 

None bat idle poets paint 
People's duties thus, and lore yon 

Where all bards are first to faint. 
If the charge were true — (and never 

Have the lips that make it, lied, 
With more slanderous endeavour, 
From the injured world to sever 
Heaven's divinest gift for ever) — 

Duty should be still your guide. 

IX. 

* Dont give up ! ' all Nature's crying— 

Ev'n the germinating seed, 
With its tender stemlet trying, 

Light to reach, and grace the mead. 
Let some crushing stone impede it — 

'Neath that overlying stone, 
Heaven's great Law of Growth will lead it 
Side way s first, and then succeed it 
In its upward way : — go read it, 

Till that Law of Growth 's your own. 

X. 

Dont give up ! although the dreary 
Desert's sands around you lie ; 

Every desert has some cheery, 
Little plant to bless the eye. 
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Afric's fainting Traveler ( M ) never — 
Friend like that small moss-plant knew ; 

Sent by Heav'n, despair to sever 

From his heart, where all endeavour 

Seem'd already dead for ever : — 
Grows no cheering moss for you ? 

XI. 

Dont give up ! The bird that singeth 

High in Heav'n — to soar and sing, 
Oft with weariest pinions wingeth 

Through the wildest winds of Spring. 
Yet, undaunted by the roaring 

Of the blustering gales of March, 
Still the little Lark keeps soaring. 
Till, " at HeavVs [own] gate " adoring, 
Floods of rapture he keeps pouring, 

From the calm, celestial arch. 

XII. 

Dont give up ! — the very spider 

Shames the man whose courage dies ! 
Falling oft, her instincts guide her 

Still to struggle and to rise. 
Threads may break — or foes may reach her, 

Ere those filmy threads she climbs ; 
But, till death, the patient creature 
Gives not up : glorious feature ! 
Well did it make her the teacher 

Of great men, in other times. (") n 2 



I 
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XIII. 
Dont give up ! with such examples 

Telling you to persevere ; 
And with hosts of like ensamples, 

Easy to have glanced at here. 
From the humblest things Creation 

Has endow'd with life, to man — 
All, whate'er may be their station, 
Echo, with one exclamation, 
This important exhortation : — 

" ' Dont give up / '—work while you eon ! " 

XIY. 

Dont give up ! though knaves and devils 

Plot, and torture, and oppose : 
Fear no enemy that revels 

In your blighted hopes, and woes. 
Patient, persevering action, 

In the cause of Truth and Eight, 
Soon, or later, over faction — 
Envy — perfidy — detraction — 
Failure — sorrow — and distraction, 

Must prevail ! though hard the fight. 

XV. 

Dont give up ! — 'twere false to Heaven, 
Thus to yield, in weak despair : 

Crush'd may be your heart, and riven, 
But there's balm and strength or Peat'k. 
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Though the sceptic scoff the notion, 

Ev*n on Earth a man will find 
Victory Barer, when Devotion 
Guides him through the world's commotion : — 
It can calm life's roughest ocean — 

It alone, brings peace of mind. 

XVI. 
Dont give up ! but trust the Promise — 

Heaven will yet your toil succeed : 
Fortune wont be always from us 

Flying, with our labours' meed. 
Heart may ache, and hands may blister, 

Climbing to partake her cup ; 
But, although, as yet, you've miss'd her, 
While less worthy lips have kiss'd her — 
Wearied Brother— fainting Sister, 

Do your My — Doin: Give Up ! 



OUR WITHERED GOURDS. 



I. 

Who pities not poor Jonah's tears ? 

Though all must blame the prophet's pride, 
And that dread selfishness which hears 

With grief, that Nineveh has cried 
For mercy, to that gracious Throne 

Which contrite sinners ne'er implored 
In vain — though God's own seer has shown 

More pity for his wither'd gourd ! * 

II 

This earth is full of Jonahs still — 

And never lack'd, in any age, 
Its pining prophets, who would fill 

The world with ruin, in their rage ; 
When Providence in pity spares 

The guilty, against whom they pour'd 
Prophetic vengeance ; while their cares 

Are all for their own wither'd gourd ! 

* Jonah, chapters III. and IV. 
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III. 

But ah ! the world is fill'd with woe , 

With which the beat may sympathise ; 
For hitter are the tears that flow, 

Full often, from the brightest eyes. 
There never was a human ken 

Undimm'd by sorrows, often pour'd ; 
Nor hearts of women, nor of men, 

That grieved not o'er a wither'd gourd ! 

IV. 

That laughing little infant see — 

*T is one of HeavVs own Seraphim : 
With what a fond idolatry, 

His spell-bound mother looks on him ! 
In mercy to her soul, that heaves 

So fondly o'er the child adored, 
God takes it to Himself — and leaves 

Her weeping o'er her wither'd gourd ! 

V. 

Her son is gone — but still the sire, 

To that young mother's heart is left : 
Yet, on its altar burns a fire 

Too earthly still, till she's bereft 
Of him whose love had kindled there, 

The flame far more which should have soar'd 
Tow'rds Heav'n : hence, that young widow fair, 

Now mourns another wither'd gourd! 



40 OUR WITHERED GOURDS. 

VI. 

Sweet is the love of her who steals 

Those tears from out yon manly eyes, 
While irresistible he feels 

The beauteous magnet, that defies 
His efforts to conceal how weak- 

Is Man, when virtuous Woman tow'rd 
Herself attracts him : oft to seek, 

Too soon, in her, a wither'd gourd.. 

VII. 

The lovely flow'r he longs to wear 

In his fond bosom, fades and dies, 
Just as his hand to cull the fair, 

But fragile, blossom — vainly tries. 
Or, if with all a husband's bliss, 

The treasure in his home is stored ; 
How soon, alas ! that home may miss, 

And mourn it, as a withered gourd ! 

VIII. 

Why bows that maiden's head so low, 

And sadly, on her throbbing breast ; 
That gaily, some few years ago, 

One morn in bridal robes was dress' d ? 
Ne'er wed, and yet, in widow's weeds ! 

Why has she all earth's joys ignored — 
Except the tears with which she feeds 

Her heart, for her poor wither'd gourd ? 
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IX. 

Ah ! blame her not ! but, " tear for tear," 

Go weep with her, who in the flush 
Of bridal raptures — which so near, 

That morning seem'd — felt beauty's* blush 
Forsake her cheeks, for pallor's chill ; 

As, suddenly, whom she adored, 
Fell sick — in one short week to fill 

The grave — and be her wither'd gourd ! 

X. 

Beneath yon solitary roof, 

There dwells a moody misanthrope : 
Why stands he from the world aloof, 

As if he scorn' d its every hope ? 
Why spurns he all those charms of life, 

That other men such bliss afford — 
The smiles of woman, and of wife ? 

Does he, too, mourn a wither'd gourd ? 

XI. 

Ah ! that he does ! and with a deep, 

Undying sorrow, that absorbs 
His every feeling : though to weep, 

No eye beholds his tearless orbs. 
In former days their fountains wept 

Themselves to dryness, when they pour'd 
Fond floods of woe, for vows w»-kept — 

By her he calls his " wither'd gourd ! " 
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XIT. 
Oh ! this is anguish ! deeper far, 

And far more exquisitely keen, 
Than any other which can mar 

Life's* cherish'd hopes, or quench their sheen. 
For tears are safety-valves that keep 

The heart from bursting ; but, to hoard 
Love's crushing woe that cannot weep — 

This is the world's worst wither'd gourd ! 

XIII. 

With hearts as bounding as a fawn — 

And light and playful as the air, 
When morning zephyrs o'er the lawn 

Are dancing, and imprinting there 
The sweetest kisses on the flow'rs — 

What joy yon childish group afford 
Their parents' hearts ! for home's sweet bow'rs, 

Not yet have mourn'd a wither'd gourd ! 

XIV. 

But look again ! — no longer light 

And playful is that youthful band : 
Upon their hearts has falPn a blight — 

For death hath strew' d upon the strand 
Of their young life, the hopes and joys 

Parental love for them had stored ; 
And now those orphan girls and boys, 

Weep wildly o'er each wither'd gourd I 
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XV. 

The artless child that makes a pet 

Of dog, or kitten, lamb, or bird ; 
Full often feels its eyelids wet 

With grief adults may deem absurd, 
When some mishap the pet has slain : 

But manliest hearts can well afford 
To pity even children's pain — 

Though worthless be their wither'd gourd. 

XVI. 

The " well-to-do," as worldlings call 

The men whom riches seem to bless, 
Full often into sorrow fall, 

And penury, beyond redress. 
But He Who earth and heav'n controls, 

Sees peril in the wealthy hoard; 
And scatters it, to save the souls 

Of those who mourn that wither'd gourd. 

XVII. 

When freedom in a nation falls 

Beneath the sword of foreign foes, 
How heavy is the chain that galls 

The limbs round which th' invader throws 
His cruel fetters ! These to break, 

The patriot longs to grasp his sword ; 
But luxury has made him weak, 

And left his land a wither'd gourd. 
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XVIII. 

Great States, like individuals, fall — 

As history's records plainly show — 
By soft, luxurious ease : and all 

Such States and persons need the woe. 
And Heaven-directed chastisement, 

Of all the judgments on them pour d : 
While, if these lead them to repent, 

Great loon will prove each wither'd gourd. 

XIX. 

But cease thy melancholy song, 

And dry thy tears, my weeping Muse : 
"What IZeav'n ordains cannot be wrong, 

However lov'd the joys we lose. 
If, Jonah-like, our pride we let 

O'ercome our sense of duty tow'rd 
Our God and fellow-men — we'll get 

No peace, but — many a withered gourd ! 

XX. 

The God that gives each friendly shade, 

'Neath which we sit with such delight ; 
When we our gourds have idols made — 

Some worm of sorrow sends to blight 
Their wonted pow'r to cheer us ; or, 

Commissions Death's relentless sword 
To cut them down, in mercy ; — for, 

'Tis Mercy smites each wither'd gourd ! 
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XXI. 

Then, Jonah's anger let us flee, 

And humbly say — *' What God has given, 
He has a right to take ; " and we 

Shall meet our lost ones yet, in Heaven ; 
Where every saint from us He parts, 

Shall be eternally restored : 
For there — and only there— our hearts 

Shall never mourn a wither' d gourd ! 



ODE TO THE SKYLARK. 



I. 
Hart ! hark ! from yonder silvery cloud 
What music comes — how sweet, how loud ! 
Though nothing there appears in sight, 
Save yon small speck of dark ; 
! can it be the Lark, 
That, like a mote, swims in a sea of light ? 

Yes, 't is the herald of the sun, 
That bids the slumb'ring world arouse, 
And pay to God its matin vows, — 
Day's course of duty run. 

II. 

Hail ! sweet, celestial Warbler, hail ! 

Thy heavenly melodies regale 

My list'ning soul, and soothe, and cheer ; 

As, on its balmy wings, 

The morning zephyr brings 
Thy distant carollings to my ravish'd ear, 

So sympathetic are those strains, 
That now in joys ecstatic flow ; 
Now am'rous pain ; now tender woe ; 

They thrill through all my veins. 
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III. 

Were I to sing, sweet bird, my song 
Would thine resemble — short or long — 
In sentiment, though not in tone : 

To every varied note 

That swells thy little throat, 
Responsive echoes would distend my own. 

For joy and sunshine have been mine ; 
Mine, too, the ecstacies of love, 
Its pangs, and cares,— all far above 

Whatever have been thine. 

IV. 

Thou leavest earth's dull cares, to soar, 
And on aspiring wing explore 
Those bright and beatific plains, 

Where Seraph-choirs attend 

Thy minstrelsy, and blend 
With thine their rapturous and adoring strains. 

So, borne upon the Muse's wing, 
I, too, forgetful of those cares, 
Or blending them with joyous airs, 

Like thee would soar and sing. 

V. 

But ! why speak of cares ? — I've err'd ; 
Than thou there is no happier bird 
In heaven above, or earth below : 
Sad, in a poet's dream, 
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Some notes of thine may seem, 
But his own griefs impart the tinge of woe. 

The loveliest landscape cannot cheer 
The eye, when wrapt in misty pall ; 
Nor Bapture's strains in gladness fall 

On Sorrow's doleful ear. 

VI. 

Thou soarest : — not that earth her charms 

Has lost ; nor that her beauty warms 

Thee less than late it did ; nor yet, 
That Death's relentless dart 
Hath robb'd thy bleeding heart 

Of lov'd ones ; nor, that them thou dost forget ; 
For, while celestial joys o'erflow 

Thy happy bosom in the skies ; 

Thou gazest down, with loving eyes, 
On all thou'st left below. 

VII. 

And oft from yonder sunny height 

With joy thou tak'st thy downward flight, 

Thy tender babes and mate to see ; 

And then again dost wing 

Thine upward way, and sing, 
To cheer and charm them, till they follow thee. 

So, doubtless, those in Paradise, 
Gaze fondly down on us they love ; 
And sometimes leave the courts above, 

To lure us to the skies. 
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VIII. 

Sad was the day that saw us part ! 
When Death bereav'd our anguish'd heart, 
And ajatch'd the souls we lov'd away : 

But since, like thee, we know 

They think of friends below, 
And, though unseen, do many a visit pay 

To us they ever loved of yore, 
As " ministering spirits,"* come 
To guard us to our heavenly home ; 

We'll try to weep no more. 

IX. 

For, yet a little while, and we, 
From fleshly bonds and trammels free, 
On wings of heavenly plume upborne, 

Shall fly to those we love, 

And dwell with them above, 
Where death 's unknown, and mourners cease to 
mourn: 
Where nothing shall our souls dissever ; 
And where, sweet bird, when thou *rt forgot, 
And Earth and Time remember' d not ; 

We '11 happy be for ever ! 



* Hebrews i. 14. Though this text refers to the Angels — 
there is nothing against, but much in favor of, believing that 
Saints are also employed. 
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ADDRESS TO A SKYLARK 

Singing in the Twilight op an Evening in June, above 
the wild solitudes of the western i&ibh highlands. 



I. 

Since dawn of day 

That lovely lay 
Has cheer'd the wastes around ; 

Nor ceased at noon 

Its thrilling tune, 
When other songs were drown' d. 

II. 

And now that eve 

Gives Nature leave 
To rest— bird, beast and man ; 

It sounds as sweet 

And tireless yet, 
As when it first began. 

III. 

Brief pause, at best, 

For food and rest, 
At intervals it knew ; 

So soon to sing, 

In heaven, thy wing 
Each time still upward flew. 
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IV. 

! thus may I 

In spirit try 
O'er earth's dull wastes to soar ; 

And, all day long, 

In holy song 
At Heaven's own gates adore ! 

V. 

And may my voice 

Like thine rejoice 
The hearts of those that hear ; 

And life's whole lay 

Lure them away 
To seek a happier sphere ! 
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AN OCTOBER ODE 
TO THE SWALLOWS AND MARTINS.* 



I. 

October' 8 sun has almost reach' d the Sign 
Where Scorpio twists his venom'd tail, portending 
Malarious airs, from rotting leaves ascending— 

That will with cold November fogs combine 

To hide the heavens, however bright they shine. 
Fierce, wintry storms may any day be rending 

Both air and ocean — all this calm and bright 
Autumnal weather for this season ending : 

And yet, you 're loth to take your farewell flight, 
Away from us, sweet Swallows ! 

ii, 

Tour large congener, rightly named the Swift ^ 
Scarce comes till May — and yet, at the beginning 
Of August leaves us, just as he is winning 
The admiration of all eyes that lift 
Their wond'ring gaze to watch his pinions shift 

* Eirundo rustica, the Chimney Swallow; and Eirundo 
urbica, the Martin, or Window Swallow. 

f Cyp8elu8 apm (formerly, Eirundo opus), the largest of the 
British Swallow family. 
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Their lightning flight; while his wild screams are 
dinning 
In every ear. But half October's days— 

And sometimes more — behold the sere leaves thinning 
On every tree, ere from our loving gaze 
Ye fly away, sweet Swallows. 

III. 

But soon you'll go ; for, God Who has impressed 
The trav'lling instinct on your tribes — Migration, 
In love and wisdom, for your preservation, 

Ordain'd ; and makes that instinct in your breast, 

A pow'r so potent, that ye cannot rest 
Till ye obey its heavenly inspiration, 

"When once it tells ye it is time to leave : 
And since, ere long, no insect food this nation 

Gould yield till Spring — you'll flee where you'll receive 
A full supply, sweet Swallows. 

IV. 

Till Winter's storms have ceased the British Isles 
To chill and darken, go where God provideth 
Food, warmth and brightness : where the Delta hideth 

The Nightingale, among the classic Nile's 

Historic shades : or where, 'neath cloudless smiles 
Of Southern Spain or Italy, (15) abideth 

The orange, olive, mulberry and vine. 
Go where ye will, unerring instinct guideth 

Ye there and back ; and 't is a gift Divine — 
God? 8 gift to you, sweet Swallows. 
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V, 

Hence, wheresoever your swift pinions rove, 
They're never prompted by a thought capricious, 
That, for its own sake, loveth change, or wishes 

New friends and scenes to seek, with fickle love. 

Since, like that " beauteous stranger of the grove," 
The wand'ring Cuckoo, you seek skies propitious ; 

And, like her, have " no sorrow in your song, 
No winter in your year " — some minds suspicious, 

Inconstant friends have deem'd you : but they wrong 
And libel you, sweet Swallows ! 

VI. 

'T is Gob's own hand points out the time and way 9 
For you and all the migrant tribes to wander 
From clime to clime : and when it points to yonder 

Far distant countries, or to ours, nor they, 

Nor you, its mandates ever disobey. 

Oh ! that our souls this lesson well may ponder, 

And learn obedience to the holy words 
Of Heaven's more plain commands to us — then , 
fonder, 

We'll welcome back all migratory birds, 
As well as you, sweet Swallows. 

vn. 

O'er pathless seas, deep valleys, mountains high, 
And deserts wide, where, mid the sand or heather, 
No landmarks rise — whate'er the wind or weather, 

And with no guide but Heaven's own watchful eye— 
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And instinct as your only chart — ye fly, 
In fearless flocks, according to your feather. 

Crowds come in Spring ; and when they disappear, 
Our Winter birds flock round our homes together : 

And when these leave us, you again will cheer 
Our hearts and eyes, sweet Swallows. 

• 

VIII. 

Or, if our souls shall by that time have fled, 

(As countless myriads will, in their migration 

From time into eternity), Salvation, 
If holy here, in Heaven to find ; though dead 
To earthly charms — still, myriad others, led 

By love of all that's lovely in Creation, 
Will welcome you, and watch your pretty ways, 

And evolutions. But, with delectation— 
Should we, too, live — we'll bless the happy days 
That bring ye back, sweet Swallows ! 

IX. 

You'll come again, when April's bright blue eyes 
Both laugh and weep to give ye fondest greeting — 
Thus symbolizing our own joy at meeting 

The dearest migrants welcomed to our skies, 

And homes, in Spring-time. Highly as we prize 
The sweet- voiced warblers for our love competing, 

That with ye come, all — ev'n the Nightingale — 
Far less we love : and when they're all retreating 

To other lands, not one we then bewail 
So much as you, sweet Swallows. 
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X. 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, in your absence, all 
Would lose one charm, their brightest charm, though 

brimming 
With countless others. Not to see ye skimming 
Our streams and meadows — and your twitt'ring call 
Of joy to miss — would cause a sadd'ning fall 

In our hearts' mercury ; chilling and bedimming 
Our brightest skies. Hence, when the Winter's o'er, 
And high in heaven we hear the Lark's glad 
hymning — 
Though now farewell we soon must say — once more, 
We'll welcome you, sweet Swallows ! 



ODE TO THE REDBREAST; 

(Erythacas Rubecula :) 
Composed while listening to its Autumnal Bono, 



I. 

Soft, pensive, and pretty, 

Sweet Bird, is thy ditty, 
Whatever the season at which it is sung : 

And for thanks we have reason. 

That the year has no season 
In which we dont hear thy mellifluous tongue. 

II. 

When Spring -flow' rs are blooming, 

And woodlands resuming 
Their garments of green, and all other birds rush 

Into wedlock and singing — 

Thy voice, too, keeps bringing 
Us joy ; though less mark'd in the general gush. 

III. 

Thrush, Blackbird, and Linnet, 

And Skylark each minute — 
And the whole Vernal choir — from morning till night, 

With their harmony glorious 

Fill the air : and, victorious 
O'er all — the loud Nightingale sings the whole night. 
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IV. 

But, from dawn till the gloaming 

Of evening, when roaming 
To drink in the music of Spring, we ne'er miss 

Our sweet minstrel with bosom 

So red — and to lose him, 
Would rob Nature's concerts of half of their bliss. 

V. 

And when Summer is beaming, 

And music still teeming 
From all the wild choristers' carolling throats ; 

As gladly as ever 

We hear thee, and sever 
From the strains of all rivals, thy soft, soothing notes. 

VI. 

But when Phcelma is burning 

In Leo, and turning 
Most other sweet warblers to mutes in the dim, 

Shady coverts of Summer, — 

Or every faint hummer 
Doth silence, — thou still singest sweetly thy hymn. 

VII. 

And when Virgo is keeping 
Kind watch o'er the reaping 
Of the rich, golden harvests that Autumn have crown' d ; 
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Thm the reapers rejoice in 
Thy fondly-lov'd voice, in 
The gardens and hedgerows and hamlets around. 

VIII. 

Ev'ry creature that's living, 

Thou call'st to thanksgiving, 
In thy dulcet Te Deum, for the fruits and the corn, 

All the orchard-boughs bending, 

And in fields where are blending 
Harvest hymns with thy chanting — eve, noontide, and 
morn. 

IX. 

E'en September' 8 own mellow, 

Soft sunsets, in yellow, 
And em'rald, and crimson, and gold-color'd skies, 

{All sunsets transcending,) 

If thy voice were not blending 
Vesper hymns with their hues, would grow dull in our 
eyes. 

X. 

But when wrinkled October 

Comes teaching his sober 
And solemn reflections to youth and to age ; 

Then to ev'ry leaf falling, 

Thou seem'st to be calling 
Our pray'rful attention — and death to presage. 
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XI. 

More loud and more pensive, 

(As if apprehensive 
Our souls would forget the great lessons the leaves 

Were design'd to be teaching,) 

Thy voice grows in preaching 
The funeral sermon that over them grieves. 

XII. 

And yet, 'tis not sorrow, 

Bless' d Bird ! we should borrow 
From strains so endearing — though dirge-tike they sound, 

As they blend with the sighing 

Of the winds o'er the dying, 
Sere leaves on the trees, and dead leaves on the ground. 

XIII. 

Instead of such sadness — 

Hope, courage, and gladness, 
In ev'ry sweet note of thy warblings we hear : 

For they teach us reliance 

On Heav'n, and defiance 
To all changes presaging life's shortening year. 

XIV. 

Through dreary November, 
And darker December, 
And all the long Winter's snow, frost, storm and rain, 
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Thou still wilt be singing, 
And cheerily flinging 
All fears to the winds, till Spring cometh again. 

XV. 

Thus, while we are waiting 

For Heav'n — imitating 
Thy fortitude, Eobin, may we be found ! 

Till Earth's changes and crosses, 

And sorrows and losses, 
We'll forget where they cease — and all bliss doth abound. 

XVI. 

There loveliness vernal, 

Unfading, eternal,— 
And brightness undimm'd by a cloud, or a tear ; 

And health never ceasing. 

And rapture increasing 
For ever, — we '11 find in that heavenly sphere ! 

XVII. 

And as to the Singing, 

And Music, too, bringing 
Immortal delights to all saints in that land, 

When life's winter and sadness 

By Heaven's Spring gladness 
Are follow' d — their glories none here understand. 
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XVIII. 

There songs never-ending, 

MartKs sweetest transcending — 
Or whether sung here by man, woman, or bird, — 

Are blending symphonious, 

With harps more harmonious 
Than the bosoms of mortals to joy ever stirr'd ! 

XIX. 

Then, while we press thither, 

Though life's flowers wither, 
In rapid succession around us ; and gloom 

Often dims our hearts' brightness, — 

In Hope's happy lightness, 
"We'll sing of the future — its sunshine and bloom. 

XX. 

beautiful creature ! 

Heaven's Poet and Preacher — 
That with lessons like these doth inspire our mind ; 

Ever may thy lov'd ditty, 

So holy and pretty, 
Garry wisdom, as well as delight, to mankind ! 



THE BEST ARE NOT BLAMELESS. 

A REMONSTRANCE 
Addressed to Two Redbreasts in the act of Fighting.* 



I. 

What ! can we trust our eyes ? or might 

This be an optical illusion ? 
Two Robins met in deadly fight ! 

Oh ! shame, and horror, and confusion ! 
See ! see ! how fiercely they attack 

Each other, like game cocks, most willing 
To tear from head and breast and back, 

Their ruffled plumes — both bent on killing ! f 

II. 

Are these the birds to which our Muse 

Such grateful paeans has been singing ? 
And must she now — afraid to lose 

Her character — sing something stinging ? 
Alas ! if Rolim must be stung, 

For marring thus their nobler features, 
Then, many a one for whom we've sung, 

Should suffer among higher creatures ! 

* With all his endearing traits of sweet and ceaseless song, 
and confiding familiarity with mankind, the Robin is a most 
jealous and quarrelsome bird, particularly with his own species. 

f They often do kill each other in such combats— sometimes 
on* only, sometimes both, falling victims to their mutual rage. 
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III. 

Most folks on Earth would not be free 

(However worthy of laudation 
For geriral amiability, 

And grace and gifts,) from castigation ; 
If Justice strictly carried out 

Her right to punish those delighting 
In envious thoughts, that bring about, 

In men and birds, the love of fighting. 

IV. 

Look ! look ! how furiously they still 

Fly at each other ; as if never 
One gentle note flow'd from their bill : 

Sad types of envious minds for ever ! 
No Redbreast (is it not absurd ?) 

E'er lets a neighb'ring Robin's pinion 
His bound'ry cross— nor brother bird 

Lets sing within his small dominion.* 

V. 

Fie ! Robins, fie ! — why, if 't were known 

That ye are truly so pugnacious, 
Most friends that now delight to own, 

And boast of you, would be less gracious. 

* That dominion sometimes consists only of a single garden, 
or small field, or part of a wood, or coppice. 



i 
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No matter "what your gifts may be, 
By you they ne'er should be o'errated ; 

Nor should a brother's minstrelsy 
Be envied, or depreciated. 

VI. 

Fie ! Robins, fie ! — to think so wrong, 

So mean, a passion could excite you, 
As envy of each other's song, 

That mutually should delight you. 
'Twas not for this the gifts divine 

Of song and poesy were given, 
To birds, or men, but to entwine 

Our hearts, and guide them up to Heaven. 

VII. 

Fie ! Robins, fie ! — you dont appear 

To heed a single word we're saying : 
Too many lards, like you, we fear, 

Would rather be each other flaying ! 
Cease ! cease to fight ! and learn to live 

More as becometh minstrel brothers : 
Or cease in your sweet songs to give 

Such loving hints to hearts of others ! 

VIII. 
YouVe stopp'd at last : 't was more than time— 

Your fight should ne'er have had beginning : 
But, guiltier folks our closing rhyme 

Must chide — who've less excuse for sinning. 

p 
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Ye who in pulpits, or in choirs, 
Or who at organ-keys presiding, 

Feel envy when the Church admires 
Another's gifts — excuse our chiding. 

IX. 

Such little-minded jealousy — . 

Inspired by love of worthless laurels, 
And human praise — the Deity 

Dishonors, and oft leads to quarrels. 
Though, led by instinct, birds may do, 

Unguiltily, such things— to Reason, 
And Honor, and Religion, too, 

And Church prosperity, they're treason ! 

X. 

The man who in the pulpit tries, 

Through vain ambition as a preacher, 
To win applause — and strives to rise 

In fame above some brother teacher, 
Through envy of that brother's fame ; 

Or, keeps him from his pulpit, solely 
To hide his gifts ; should blush with shame, 

When standing in a place so holy ! 

XI. 

And crimson is the color, too — 
The crimson of repentant blushing — 

For organists and singers, who 
Feel envy through their bosoms rushing, 
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When, in the house of God, they hear 
Sweet strains of praise their own transcending ; 

Where all should join with joy sincere— 
Their voices to God's glory blending. 

XII. 

Despite his faults, the Robin cheers 
All seasons with his song so sweetly — 

Above all birds he much endears 
Himself to human hearts completely. 

Hence, Bohbie's faults we scarcely ban- 
But narrow jealousies in Churches, 

And envious rivalries in man, 
We're bound to scourge with scornful birches ! 
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A MOONLIGHT WALK IN JUNE. 



I. 
Pot on your bonnet, Eveline ! 

I long to be away ; 
My brain is weary with the din 

And turmoil of the day. 

II. 

'Tis sweet, on such a night as this, 
Beneath the smiling moon, 

To taste the zephyr's fragrant kiss, 
Stol'n from the flow'rs of June. 

III. 

We'll wander by the river's side — 
Sweet Polyglot * is there, 

And serenades his little bride, — 
! they're a happy pair ! 



* The Sedge Warbler, or " Irish Nightingale/' (Sal'caria 
PkragmUes;) sometimes called " the Polyglot," from its con- 
stant habit of imitating (which it does with astonishing per- 
fection) the notes of many other birds. It sings both by night 
and day, and greatly enlivens many marshy copses, and willowy 
and reedy river-banks, throughout Great Britain and Ireland. 
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IV. 

Hark ! there he sings his hurried trill !— 

Lark, Linnet, Swallow, Thrush, 
And ev'n the Sparrow, seem to fill — 

By turns — that willow bush, 

V. 

Delightful Mimic ! many a night 

Thou'st cheer'd my heart before ; 
! that like thee, I could delight 

With song whom / adore I 

VI. 

Thine ardour then I v d imitate, 

But not thy mimicry ; 
Han most delights his chosen mate, 

With his own minstrelsy. 

VII. 

Some birds entice with borrow 1 d notes, 

Their lady-loves, 't is known : 
We best decoy our little dotes, 

And charm them, with our own. 

VIII. 

What sayest thou, my Eveline ? 

Is thii the ladies' creed ? 
Thine, well I know, it aye has been — 

Why should I farther plead ? 
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IX. 

But, since the most devoted Muse, 

(Alas ! it should be so,) 
May oft all inspiration lose, 

And dull and prosy grow : 

X. 

I'll show thee, Eveline, the way 

A lady may inspire 
The lazy creature, every day, 

With more than wonted fire. 

XI. 

Just take this stone, and gently fling 

It into yonder bush ? 
Now listen ! how again they sing — 

Lark, Linnet, Swallow, Thrush.* 

XII. 

Thus, whensoever /refuse 

The song thou lov'st to hear, 
Just try this method with my muse — 

Fling in the stone, my dear. 

XIII. 
Let Polyglots and poets rest — 

They'll soon suspend their song : 
But tease them, and you'll soon attest, 

They wont be silent long ! 

*' It is a curious and interesting fact, that the polyglot song 
of the Sedge Warbler, may frequently be called forth by this 
experiment. 



FLOWERS AND OUR AFFECTIONS. 



I. 

Who loveth not the gentle Flowers ? 
Those charmers of our woodland bowers, 
And gardens gay, and hills and dales ; 

Where crystal, winding brooks 

Encompass such sweet nooks, 
That, in their joyous course, th' enchanted gales 

Stop there to load their fragrant wings, 
With choicer odours than — before 
They lighted there — they ever bore 

To peasants' homes, or kings'. 

II. 

We love the infant flow'rs when first 

They into life begin to burst, 

Like budding childhood free from guile : 

And then when they assume 

Their full-expanded bloom, 
That, like some beauteous fair one's witching smile, 

Resistless steals the heart away : 
Nor do we love them less when all 
Their charms, like Beauty's, fade and fall — 

We sigh o'er their decay. 
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III. 

And if there live a man below 

The sun, whose breast did never glow 

At Flora's charms, or Love's delight ; 

Or one who never felt 

His soul within him melt, 
When virtuous Beauty blossom'd in his sight ; 

We envy not his Stoic bliss, 
Or frigid, adamantine heart, 
That ne'er was pierced by Cupid's dart, 

Or heal'd by Beauty's kiss. 

IV. 

For, if one joy to mortals given, 

Be like the blissful joys of Heaven — 

That home of leauty in the skies, 

Where saints and seraphs glow 

With love, and overflow, — 
'T is that which pure and faithful love supplies. 

But ah ! a few short days or years, 
Love's sweetest smiles and joys depart ! 
Death comes, and leaves the lonely heart 

To anguish, and to tears ! 

V. 

But ! not 8uch y ye precious flowers ! 
When Winter blasts our verdant bowers, 
And robs us of your sweets and bloom ; 
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Then, though for you we sigh, 

Not such the agony 
We feel, while musing o'er your frozen tomb : 

For soon sweet Spring shall bid you rise, 
And melt the snow upon your grave ; 
And from Death's icy clutches save 

Your charms, to bless our eyes ! 

71. 

Yes, ye shall live ; but never more 
Shall Spring's or Summer's smiles restore 
Death-blighted Beauty from the tomb : 

There she forgotten lies — 

Save by the tears and sighs 
Fond, pining Love pours out amid the gloom, 

So oft, beneath the " yew-tree's shade," 
'Neath which his faded flow'r lies low : 
But Love' 8 lost flow'rs in Heav'n shall blow, 

When EarWe for ever fade ! 



THE IMMTTTABIL1TY OF DIVINE LOVE, 

AND 

THE FAITHFULNESS OF THE DIVINE COVENANT ; 

CONTRASTED WITH 

The Fickleness of Human Affection, and the Inconstancy 
that so often characterizes even chri8tian pr0fe8s0r8. 



Isaiah liv. 10. 



4< 



The mountains shall depart, and the hills be removed ; but 
My kindness shall not depart from thee; neither shall the 
Covenant of My peace be removed, saith the Lord that hath 
mercy*on thee." 



I. 

Come, Child of God ! no longer mourn, 

Whate'er thy cause for sorrow be ; 
Thy Father ly Himself hath sworn, 

To be no longer wroth with thee.* 
! hear Him speaking to thy heart, 

In pity from His Throne above — 
" My kindness never shall depart ; 

My Covenant never shall remove ! " 

* Isaiah liv. 9. 
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II. 

Howe'er inconstant be our own, 

Or others' hearts, Sis Truth remains 
As firm as His eternal Throne, 

Who thus His faithfulness explains : 
" The mountains from their roots may start— 

The firmest hills unstable prove ; 
My kindness never shall depart — 

My Covenant never shall remove ! " 

III. 

Vile as the outrage is, and rare — 

Maternal tenderness may turn 
To apathy ; nay, even dare 

Its helpless infant's cry to spurn : 
But, though a Mother steel her heart 

Against the babe she's bound to love ; 
God's kindness still shall not depart — 

His Covenant with us wont remove ! * 

IV. 

Who spared not His beloved Son, 

But freely gave Him up to die 
For all the World \ will cast out none, 

That, in Sis Name, for mercy cry.J 



* Isaiah zlix. 15. 

t Romans viii. 32 ; John i. 29 ; iii. 16, 17 ; and iv. 42 ; 
1 John ii. 2 ; and iv. 14. 
1 John vi. 37. 
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Our names upon His hand and heart, 
Are graven by Eternal Love ; * 

His kindness, then, cannot depart ; 
Nor can His Covenant peace remove. 

V. 

The Moving Plant ( ,e ) whose fickle leaves 

Are ever found to fall and rise — 
Ev'n when the air no zephyr heaves — 

Most human love doth symbolize. 
Unfaithful Mends oft rob our heart 

Of peace, and turn to hate their love ; 
But Heav'n's true kindness wont depart — 

Gon's Covenant peace shall not remove ! 

VI. 
As short-lived as the morning dews — 

Ephem'ral as the angler's fly — ( l7 ) 
As changeful as Autumnal hues — 

Capricious as an April sky — 
The sordid love that in the mart 

Of selfishness is sold, will prove : 
But Love Divine will ne'er depart ; 

Its changeless Covenant wont remove ! 

VII. 

While Fortune's smiles our path illume, 
Earth's grov'lling love will linger (here ; 



* Isaiah xlix. 16. 
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And while oar tree looks well in bloom, 
Will stay, in hopes the fruit to share. 

Its mean and mercenary art, 
When disappointment* come, we prove : 

But Heavenly Love will not depart — 
Its faithful Covenant wont remove ! 

VIII. 

Nay, should the friends we love the best, 

And cling to with affection warm, 
Prove cherish' d reptiles in our breast — 

Fell vipers in a human form — 
Whose venom* d fangs, with treacherous dart, 

Would poison all our peace and love ; 
The Saviour's Love will not depart— 

His Covenant peace will not remove 

IX. 

His comforts ne'er so much abound — 

His presence never proves so sweet, 
As when our bleeding hearts are found 

Scorn'd and forsaken at His feet ! 
When most from perfidy we smart, 

Most soothing then we find Sis Love, 
Whose kindness never shall depart — 

Whose Covenant never shall remove ! 



FALSE FOUNDATIONS: 

' OB, 

Thb Doctrine of Saltation by Human Merit, and 
Saintly Supererogation, Rebuked. 

(A Fragment.) 



I. 

Men may themselves, but not their God, deceive ; 

May view their works with great complacency ; 

And their own alms, and tears, and pray'rs believe 

Most meritorious ; but they're sure to be 

Abhorr'd by Him they're meant to please : for He 

Self-righteous faith will spurn, instead of bless — 

Which thinks its own specific gravity 

Exceeds that of its sins ; or ev'n if less, 

Hopes it will yet outweigh their weightiest wickedness. 

II. 

True, there are some whose pharisaic pride 
Seems neither so presumptuous, nor so great ; 
Who willingly 'tween Christ and self divide 
The honors of Salvation's work ; and state — 
Their own good works, though not possessing weight 
To turn the lever by themselves, they know 
They'll help to save them from the sinner's fete ; 
And, added to the Saviour's merits, go, 
As " Moments of the Force," to keep them out of woe. 
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III. 

Oh daring pride ! and impudence extreme ! 
And blasphemy — audacious to excess ! 
That seek to patch the spotless robe of Him 
Who is the Sinner's only Righteousness, 
With rags too vile for language to express. 
And yet, in them the brazen pharisee 
Most prides himself ; nor dreams his filthy dress — 
That smells so foul of sin's putridity — 
Disgusts the holy God, Who sees it loathingly ! 

IV. 

But some there are— alas, how many ! who, 

Although they shun ^^-righteousness and pride ; 

And humbly, and with self-abhorrence, view 

Their holiest deeds : yet, seek to have supplied 

Their lack of merit, by the saints who've died, 

And gone to glory ; and by those who now 

Seem pilgrims thither : while the Crucified 

Is partially, or quite forgot ; and bow 

To saints that never lived, or lived — they know not how ! 



COMFORT FOR THE CONTRITE. 



I. 
There's not a tear that penitently falls — 

There's not a sigh that heaves the contrite breast — 
Bat thrills all Heav'n, and round its golden walls 

Sends hallelujahs echoing through its blest. 

Rejoicing hosts, who eagerly invest ' 
The Saviour's Throne, the joyful news to hear : 

And yet, perchance, poor doubting soul distrest, 
While Heav'n's in raptures at thy every tear, 
Thou think' st thyself forgot — and tremblest still, with 
fear! 

II. 

Ah ! never yet, since Unbelief had birth, 

Did that fell fiend infuse a falser thought : 
Forgotten ! Did thy Saviour come to earth, 
And die in vain, to save the souls He sought ? 

Forgotten ! Has thy dear Redeemer bought, 
With His heart's Blood, a pardon full and free, 

For thee, and for the world ? ! thou art not 
Forgotten, sinner ! and thou ne'er canst be, 
While Jesus lives to plead Hit life and, death for thee ! 
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III. 

Then, stand not listening to the thunder's crash, 

That rends alike old Sinai's sides with awe, 
And thy poor bosom : nor the lightning's flash 

Still dare to tempt, that quaking Sinai saw ! 

But turn thy gaze to Calvary ! where the Law 
Its vengeance wreak'd on Him Whose Blood was shed 

To quench its fury : and Whose Cross did draw — 
bless'd Conductor ! from thy guilty head, 
Those fiery bolts on Him Who suffer'd in thy stead ! 

IY. 

Fling to the winds thine unbelieving fears, 

And in thy Saviour's changeless Love confide : 
His pitying hand will wipe away the tears 

Which mourn thy sins, and doubts, and damning 
pride, 

That fain would point to something else beside 
Mis merits, which did for the World atone. 

! trust in these ! for none was e'er denied 
Grace, mercy, peace, and welcome at His Throne, 
Who self and sin renounced, and clung to Christ alone ! 



POETIC EPISTLE TO ANNIE, 

SENT WITH A BOUQUET OF SNOWDROPS AND SWEET 

VIOLETS. 



I. 

I send you, with kindest affection, dear Annie, 

A present whose value, 'tis true, 
In the eyes of the world would be little, though many 

An invalid girl, like you, 
Would prize it more highly than jewels the rarest 

And richest, that ever did glow 
On the bosom or brow of a beauty the fairest — 

Could they gather those flowers where they grow. 

II. 

In health we delight — in the sunshine, or gloaming — 

To ramble the hills and the plains ; 
But the charms which they yield in this rapturous 
roaming, 

'T is sickness alone that explains. 
The lesson seems hard, and the Teacher unfeeling, 

In the eyes of full many a fool ; 
But the chamber where God to His child is revealing 

Such lessons — is Heaven's own school ! 
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III. 

The dear little Violet down in the dingle — 

That by its sweet perfume you know — 
Would lose half of its charms, if it were to mingle 

With flowers that only can blow 
In the glare of the sunbeam, for ever unshaded ; 

And hence, in the shade of the wood, 
Or the hedge-row, the merciful God who has made it, 

Has placed it a type of the good. 

IV. 

The Snowdrop whose beautiful form is now rising, 

So spirit-like, out of the ground, — 
The triumph of saints over death symbolizing, — 

In Summer-time never is found. 
This fairest of flowers blooms best when the weather 

Is cold and ungenial, — then see, 
In the Snowdrop and Violet, here sent together, 

What trials should teach you and me. 

■ 

V. 

You're now in the school of affliction, for learning 

The things that belong to your peace ; 
But 't will heighten the pleasures for which you are 
yearning, 

Whenever you get your release. 
The fields will look fresher, and fairer, and greener, 

When watered with sorrow's own showers ; 
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And Annie will gaze with a relish far keener 
Than ever she did on the flowers.* 

VI. 

Bnt while for the sunshine of health she is waiting 

Among the fair blossoms to roam, 
May those that I send her, till then, be creating 

A sunshine to bless her at home ! 
There's light in the lowliest blossom that bloometh, 

To guide and to gladden the eyes 
Of the lover of Nature, — whose heart it illumeth, 

Whatever may darken his skies. 



* .She never 6aw them again : but she herself, as one of God's 
sweet flowers, was soon transplanted in the garden of Paradise. 
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FINDERNES' FLOWERS. 

OR, 
DO WHAT WE WILL, THET WILL NEVEK DIE.'' (") 



I. 

Sir Bernard search' d the country round, 

Alike on hill and plain, 
But not a lingering trace he found 
Upon that old historic ground, 
Where myriad relics should abound, 
To tell the feudal reign 
Of a Finderne chief; 
So inconstant and brief 
Is the fame of this world — though so high, 
. O'er the heads of compeers, 
It blazed out many years, 
With a flame they thought " never would die." 

II. 

But though no Findernes' ancient hall, 

(Once dear to Derbyshire), 
Nor ev'n a relic of its wall, 
To listen to the waterfall 
In mournful requiem recall 

Its glory — now appear : 
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Still, there 's one living trace 
Of the chiefs and their place, 

That will gladden, yet, moisten the eye : 
Where their gardens once smiled, 
Lovely flowers run wild, — 

" And, do what we will, they wont die ! " 

III. 

Thus spake the old man's lips, when he 

Had told Sir Bernard those 
Sweet flowers were all that eyes could see, 
To conjure up the memory 
Of men o'er whose proud history 
The antiquary glows. 

And the words that he spoke, 

We determined to yoke 
To our chariot of Faith, and to fly, 

With its swift- winged steeds, 

To the Heaven where bleeds 
No fond bosom o'er flowers that die ! 

IV. 

Oh ! what is Earth but one great tomb, 

To cover from our sight 
Each fondly-lov'd but perish'd bloom, 
Whose transitory smiles illume 
Our path a moment — then in gloom 

Depart, and all is night. 
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But, ye beautiful flow'rs, 

In a world such as ours, 
How ye comfort our hearts when we sigh 

Over hopes buried deep, 

Where our wither'd ones sleep— 
For ye tell us, " they never shall die ! " 

V. 

Awhile they've faded, as each year 

Your own sweet blossoms fade, 
When Winter blasts their beauties here; 
But, like to these, they'll re-appear, 
The Besurrection's Spring to cheer, 
How long soe'er delay'd 

The glad morning may be, 

That from Death sets them free, 
Soul and body to join in the sky ; 

Where, a thousand times more 

Beautiful than before, 
With their Saviour, they " never shall die ! " 



UNSAY THE WORD— UNDO THE DEED. 



I. 

Unsay the word — Undo the deed ! 

! who would not with joy obey 
This counsel, with the lightning's speed, 

Could they undo, could they unsay, 
Full many a sinful act and word, 

Whose memory makes their bosoms bleed, 
And seek— like some poor wounded bird — 

In vain to fly from word and deed ? 

IT. 

Life's fairest landscape takes a hue 

That pains till death the loathing eye, 
Too oft, from some one act we do — 

Some single sentence said — and why ? 
Because no tears can wash away 

Those moral stains on mount and mead ; 
The words we never can unsay ! 

We never can undo the deed ! 

III. 

How playfully the shafts of wit 
Fly round us from our pen and tongue, 

Until some dear-lov'd heart is hit, 
And pain'd as if an asp had stung ! 
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We meant no injury to that heart, 
And rather far our own should bleed ; 

But ah ! we can't draw out the dart 
Of that too fatal word, or deed ! 

IV. 

Our tempers 9 warmth may rarify 

The love we prize, till, like thin air, 
It soars — and hate's cold currents fly 

To fill affection's vacuum there. 
Wild words of sudden wrath run o'er 

Our dearest friends, like furious steeds ; 
Though worlds we'd give, one moment more, 

T' unsay the words— undo the deeds ! 

V. 

Most hearts, perchance, some word recall, 

In thoughtless haste and anger said 
To those they love — till, like a pall, 

It wraps the corpse of joy that's dead. 
God's pard'ning love, and theirs, can give 

New crops of joy from pity's seed ; 
But Oh ! that bliss no more can live — 

Once kilTd by angry word or deed ! 

71. 

Such words and deeds our guilty souls 
"Would cease to think of, if they could: 

But etfn in sleep— while conscience tolls 
The knell of many a murder' d good— 
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We start, to see the bloody steel 
Held up by sin's assassin breed ; 

And deep remorse and anguish feel, 
For every word, and every deed ! 

vn. 

But, though we never can undo 

One sinful act— one word unsay, 
Whose memory pierces through and through 

Our trembling hearts, and drags away 
Life's sweetest joys : Heaven's Mercy we 

May find, while Chbist /or sinners pleads ; 
And, by His Grace, may henceforth be 

£7ft-guilty of such words and deeds ! 



MISUNDERSTOOD. 



I. 

Misunderstood ! Oh ! what a weight 

Of woe is in this single word ! 
To crush the hapless heart whose fate 

It is to he by memories stirr'd 
Of happiest scenes and seasons past, 

And dearest friends — the fair and good- 
Whose love is lost, that still would last, 
Had friends no false suspicion cast 
Around that heart, its hopes to blast, 

By making it misunderstood. 

II. 

Our noblest and our holiest deeds, 

That from the purest motives flow, 
May he, alas ! transformed to seeds 

That in suspicion's soil will grow 
Up into rankest crops of hell : 

And often is our highest " good " 
Thus " evil spoken of" — and well 
'T will he if we escape the fell 
Revenge of those who love to swell 

The wrongs of the misunderstood. 
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III. 

Some little word that ne'er was meant 

To fall unkindly on the ear, — 
Nay, even spoken with intent 

The dear-loved list'ner's heart to cheer— 
Has, when interpreted amiss, 

Pierced like an arrow whom it should 
Have comforted — or like the kiss 
Of Judas sounded ; or the hiss 
Of serpents, poisoning all the bliss 

Of life — because misunderstood. 

IV. 

Love's sweetest smile, or fondest glance — 

If wrongly read, may seem a ray 
From hell's own fires to guide the lance 

Of perfidy, the peace to slay 
Of friends for whom that love would die 

A thousand deaths, before it could, 
As traitor, draw from friendship's eye 
One scalding tear— or cause one sigh 
To heave its breast — no matter why, 

Or how, itself s misunderstood. 

Y. 

The fault, full oft, has been their own, 
When folks misunderstood have been ; 

But even those most prudent known, 
Cannot escape suspicion keen. 



k 



MISTTXDEBSTOOD. 93 

How wise 806* er the course they steer, 
They'll still be wrong'd by bad and good : 

And many a secret sigh and tear, 

To Heaven's own sympathising ear, 

And eye, will tell, in grief and fear — 
How greatly they're misunderstood. 

VI. 

Thou know' at, Great Searcher of all hearts ! 

That ev'n the best are often blamed 
For zeal, that — led by HeavVs own charts 

Of Love and Truth — has nobly aim'd 
To save the lost, when they have been 

Led into scenes they never would 
Have visited, except to win 
Their fellow-sinners from their sin — 
Unpitied left in Satan* s gin, 

By those who've them misunderstood! 

VII. 

And ! Thou God Infallible ! 

Whose judgment all things understands ; 
Thou know'st how tenderly and well 

They've lov'd the hearts by friendship's bands 
Once bound to theirs : and how they'd light 

With Christian Love's bright, living flood 
Of sympathy and joy, their night 
Of sorrow now — forgetting quite 
The past; and with them to the bright 

Land go— where none's misunderstood ! 



TRIBULATIOX IN THE WORLD; 

BUT 

PERFECT PEACE IX THE SAVIOUR. 

(Johst xti. 33.) 



" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on 
Thee, because he trusteth in Thee.' 
Isaiah xxtl. 3. 
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I. 

J 

How safe the man — how truly blest — 

While living, and when dying, 
Who on the Word of God doth rest — 

On nothing else relying ! 
His load of griefs may have a lease 

Long as the life that weeps it ; 
Bat still his mind is kept in peace — 

God garrisons* and keeps it. 

II. 

Men may with demons join to goad 

His soul with many a sorrow ; 
And add to each day's crushing load, 

Some heavier on the morrow. 

* SuQh is the defensive and protective idea implied in the 
word •• keep," in the Text. 
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But while his burthens they increase, 

And under anguish heap him, 
The more the pitying " Prince of Pea.ce " 

" In perfect peace" doth " keep him ! " 

III. 

For those we love (and who profess'd 

To love us in return,) 
To shoot hate's arrows at our breast, 

And all our love to spurn ; 
Tolls out all earthly joys' decease : — 

But, when those who should weep us, 
And soothe our sorrows— slay our peace, 

God still " in peace " doth keep us. 

IV. 

False slander's tongue may blight our fame — 

And envious foes, in malice, 
With venom' d fangs destroy our name. 

And fill with shame life's chalice. 
While faithless friends, in their caprice, 

With cruel scythes may reap us, 
For sorrow's sheaves ; but God, " in peace " — 

Will guard us still, and keep us. 

y. 

The friends we've deem'd the most sincere, 

Oft prove the most perfidious ; 
And those who loveliest did appear, 

Hypocrisy makes hideous. 
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These, most of all, of comforts fleece 

Our bleeding hearts, and steep us 
In scalding woes : but God, " in peace '* — 

" In perfect peace, will keep us ! " 

VI. 
Though with our open, honest foes, 

Each sly and secret traitor, 
Nay, all hell's demons, round us close— 

Our God than all is greater ! 
Through flood and flame they may not cease 

To drive us, till they sweep us 
From Earth to Heaven— where Christ " in peace," 

Shall in His bosom keep us ! 

VII. 

God ! all faithless friends forgive ; 

And from this priceless Promise,* 
May they, through Faith, that Peace receive, 

Which now drives sorrow from us. 
Their joys, through penitence increase — 

Their sins and sorrows, sweep them 
From out their hearts ; and then " in peace," 

u In perfect peace — Lord, keep them/ 11 

VIII. 

And when that bliss Thou dost bestow, 
Through life may they enjoy it : 

* Isaiah xxvi. 3. 
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And may no shafts from Slander's bow— 

Like those they've fired — destroy it. 
Till from Earth's trials Thou release — 

Let none so bitter steep them, 
As they have caused : dear Lord, " in peace,' 7 

To Life Eternal " keep them ! " 



" I WILL SEE YOU AGAIN." 

John xvi. 22. 



I. 

When the pilgrim of Zion grows weary and faint, 

With the roughness and length of the way ; 
And the sinner seems favour'd far more than the saint, 

Who is weeping while others are gay : 
There is rest nearer hand than his sorrowing soul, 

In its season of trial may ken ; 
Till the whispering voice of his Lord shall control 

Every fear, with — " I'll see tott again ! " 
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II. 

! sweetest of music ! that ever has given 

Strength, solace, or hope to the heart ; 
When its faith to the verge of despair has been driven, 

And pierced by hell's fiery dart. 
Sorrow flies at the sound of that comforting voice ; 

Satan hurries alarm'd to his den ; 
Faith and Hope are revived, and in triumph rejoice, 

At the whisper — " I'll see you again ! " 

III. 

Dear Saviour ! the darkness that hinders our eyes, 

So often, from seeing Thy face ; 
Or whether from sin, or temptation, it rise, 

Thy Mercy delighteth to chase. 
Thy Love to our souls, may " a little while " * leave 

Us to suffer from devils and men ; 
When our faith needs a test, or Thy Goodness we grieve ! 

But anon Thou wilt " see us again ! " 

IV. 

Adorable Lord ! while the trial we need, 

May it come to us but as a test 
Of our faith ; or to shew to the World, that " the seed 

Of Thy Kingdom," though suffering, are blest. 

♦ John xvi. 16—22. 
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But ! give us grace from the sin to depart, 
That would grieve or dishonor Thee : then, 

We'll rejoice in the sorrow that crushes our heart, 
Till it please Thee to " see us again." 

y. 

Not one of Thy children was ever exempt 

From the suff 'rings we're call'd to endure ; 
For, " common to man " are the trials that tempt, 

In this world, both the rich and the poor.* 
Some suffer far more than the rest, it is true — 

But their crown, will be brighter, too, when 
The fierce battle of life has been fought, and in view 

Of all Heav'n, Thou wilt " see them again ! " 

VI. 

Bless' d hour ! that's so rapidly coming to crown 

Every suffering saint, in the skies, 
With eternal re-union with Him Who laid down 

His own life, to procure us the prize. 
He " will see us again, and our hearts shall rejoice ! " 

And our joy none shall take away then; 
When He tells to all Heaven, we've made Him our 
choice ; 

And for ever — " Will see us again ! *' 

* 1 Corinthians x. 13. 
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THE •' MISSING LINK," and tub " VACANT 

CHAIR." 



I. 

Another " Missing Link ! " 
Another " Vacant Chair ! " 
God ! it is a world of grief, 
In which our joys are few and brief, 
And ever mix'd with care. 
No smile that cheers, 
Or that endears 
Our short-lived lot on Earth, but soon dissolves in tears. 

II. 

We gaze, with ecstasy, 
Upon the brilliant skies 
Of social bliss illumed by friends, 
While each sweet star its lustre lends 
To bless our hearts and eyes : 
But, as we gaze, 
Death's gloomy haze 
Star after star puts out, and robs us of their rays. 
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III. 

'T is well— God ! 'tis well! 
Since, were it otherwise, 
Our spirits still would cling to Earth, 
Forgetful of their Heavenly birth, 
Not soar where higher skies 
With light Divine 
For ever shine, 
TTndimm'd by clouds that here to darken Earth combine. 

IV. 

And ! delightful thought ! 
How soothing to the breast 
That's bleeding from the strokes that tear 
It's idols hence — 't is but to bear 
Them to eternal rest ! 
Then, solace take, 
Ye hearts that break 
For those to Glory gone ; and follow in their wake. 

V. 

Improve— as they improved — 
Life's fleeting hours, to cheer 
And comfort the distress' d, and win 
Back to their God the slaves of Sin : 
Thus, you will best revere 
Each saint and friend, 
O'er whom you blend 
Your bitter tears today — while theirs in Glory end. 
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VI. 

'Tis but a little while— 
A few short years at most — 
Until the beatific sight 
Which they enjoy, amid the bright 
And blest Seraphic host, 
(Who beckon you 
To share it, too, 
Along with those you've lost,) shall burst upon your view. 

VII. 

Then, bid those sorrows cease 
To drown your weary eyes, 
Whose tears are deluging the bowers 
Where bloom'd so late your cherish' d flowers — 
No flow' V of Eden dies! 
Exotics drear, 
They wither here : 
In HeavV they'll never fade / — for 'tiB their native 
sphere. 
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A SIGHT THAT SERAPHS STOOPED TO SEE. 

A 80NNET 

On the Death of Florentine — a dear young friend of the 
author's boyhood, and a truly pious and greatly gifted girl, 
who entered the heavenly world with a hymn of praise 
upon her lips. From the enjoyment of perfect health, she 
was called to her eternal home, after only a few days' ill- 
ness ; but inquired immediately before her departure, " Am 
I dying ? " and having been informed that her " hour was 
come," she made a last effort to collect her exhausted 
strength, and sweetly sang, with dying breath, the praises 
of her Saviour. 



Yes, 't was a sight that Seraphs stoop* d to see, 
With joyous beamings in their holy eyes ; 
Then from their thrones of glory in the skies, 
To thy sick chamber flew to wait on thee. 
There calmly smiling— longing to be free- 
Like lovely sunset's latest golden ray, 
Thy youthful form, still lovelier in decay, 
Lay sinking fast into mortality. 
But ! what rapture in those dying strains, 
That ever seemed so exquisitely sweet ! 
Yet, ne'er so sweet as when o'er all the pains 
Of Death, they told thy victory complete : 
The list'ning angels bless'd that dying song, 
Then bore thee up to Heaven, its music to prolong ! 
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THAT VOICE IS HUSHED. 

ANOTHER SONNET IN MEMORY OF FLORENTINE. 



That voice is hush'd ! and never more shall we, 
On earth, be charm* d by its sweet, pious strains, 
Which oft dispelled our sorrows, doubts, and pains, 
With their mellifluous, melting melody, 
That ever flowed so soft and soothingly. 
As vernal zephyrs breathing o'er the plains, 
Dissolve chill' d nature's hard and icy chains, 
And wake to love and joy and harmony 
Each sylvan note, and bid the birds rejoice ; 
So did those strains dissolve our hearts, and Are 
With rapture, love, and music, and inspire 
Responsive echoes to that heavenly voice. 
Oh Florentine ! 't will ne'er delight us more, 
Until we meet above, where Seraph choirs adore ! 



"GONE BEFORE. 



»» 



I. 

Gone before — child of sorrow ! 

Here is solace sweet for thee : 
Lost to-day — restored to-morrow ! 

Let thy Christian motto be. 
Soon that morrow will be dawning, 

And the longest night of grief — 
Then, in Heaven's eternal morning, 

Only seem a moment brief. 

II. 

Gone before — to take possession 

Of the blest and promised Land ; 
Saints and Seraphs, in procession, 

Greeting them with heart and hand. 
Such will be the welcome greeting, 

When we reach that happy shore, 
We shall also get, on meeting 

Those who've thither gone before. 



\ 
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III. 

Gone before — to Coronation, 

Where the angels crowd around, 
With the saints from every nation, 

All rejoiced to see them crowned. 
Thus, amid those grand Sabaoth, 

When we follow those we love, 
He who now their brows arrayeth, 

Ours shall also crown above. 

IV. 

Gone before — to gaze for ever 

On the Lamb for sinners slain, 
Praising Him on harps that never 

Weary of the worthy strain. 
Soon, like those who've gone before us, 

We shall see Him and adore, 
Swelling that celestial chorus 

Sung by all who 've gone before. 

y. 

Gone before — where earthly anguish, 

Tears and Death and sickness fly ; 
Where the soul can never languish, 

Once its pinions touch the sky. 
There they watch, whilst we are weeping, 

Till our night of sorrow's o'er; 
Like the stars fond vigil keeping,— 

Sainted friends, who've gone before. 
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YL 

Soon the dark horizon's streaking, 

With a faint, forerunning gleam, 
May proclaim the day is breaking, 

While of Paradise we dream. 
And, by Angels rung, to-morrow 

All its bells for thee may pour 
Peals of welcome, Child of Sorrow ! 

To the friends who 've gone before ! 



"IS IT WELL WITH THE CHILD?" 

Elegiac Lines, suggested bt the Death of the Eldest Son 

op a Very Dear Friend.* 



" If I can I'll come again, Mother, from out my resting-place ; 
Though ye' 11 not see me, Mother, I shall look upon your face ; 
Though I cannot speak a word, I shall hearken what ye say, 
And be often, often with ye, when ye think I'm far away." 

— Tennyson. 

" He died — but that fond Mother her sorrow did restrain ; 
For she knew he was with Jesus, and she asked him not again." 

— Mary Howitt. 

" But that Mother's cheek is paler now, than when she last 

caressed him ; 
There's an added gloom on that Father's brow, since the hour 

when last he blessed him. 
Oh ! that all human hopes should prove like the flowers that 

will fade to-morrow ; 

And the cankering fears of anxious love, ever end in truth 

and sorrow!" 

— Alaric Watts. 



I. 

" Is it well with the Child ? " said the Prophet of old, 
And the Shunammite said, " It is well ! " f 

Though her son at the moment lay lifeless and cold, 
And her bosom with sorrow did swell. 

* THE REV. JOHN STEWAET. 
f 2 Kings iv. 26. 
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She had faith in the power of God to restore, 
Through His servant, the life that had fled ; 
And shall we, whom the Gospel a thousand times more 
Has illumined, have less, when our friends we deplore ? 
Or despair of the life of our dead ? 

II. 
Dear Friends — in their anguish whoever are left 

Without hope, the departure to rue 
Of the loved and the cherished of whom they're bereft, 

Such sorrow belongs not to you. 
The world weepeth over its loss in despair, 

When its ties of affection are riven ; 
But the sorrowing Christian looks hopefully where 
His heart's faded flowers are blooming more fair, 

And his lost ones await him in heaven.* 

III. 

Tour first-born son, that has followed so soon 
To lie down in the grave with his brother, — f 

Thus clouding afresh the late beautiful noon 
Of the life of his Father and Mother, — 

Will not, like the child of the Shunammite, here 

* I Thessalonians iv. 13 — 18. 

f The two children, the elder of whom was only nine years 
old, died within a few months of each other; the latter, in 
Easter Week, 1864. These, together with another son who 
died in the preceding year, (but of whose demise the Author 
had not heard when the above Lines were written), now sleep 
in one grave. 
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Live again ; but we think that the Poet 
Was right, when he -told us such spirits are near 
To their weeping survivors, and watching each tear, 

Though the weepers themselves may not know it.* 

IV. 

The Bible, in vain, has been frequently sought, 

To prove this is a flat contradiction 
To what is revealed : then, if even 'twere not 

Any more than a beautiful Action ; 
'Tis one that the Christian will cherish with joy, 

While Death in the world has dominion ; 
And heartless, indeed, were the wish to destroy 
(Or to lessen the force with a sceptic alloy, 

Of) so soothing and sweet an opinion. 

V. 

But O ! there's a still sweeter truth to console 

The heart of the mourner, that's keeping 
Fond watch o'er the grave, where a part or the whole 

Of its once living treasures lie sleeping. 
That truth in the earliest ages was sung,f 

And through the whole world it is swelling 
This blest Easter Week that you've buried your young, 
And your first-born, darling — while Nature's own 
tongue, 

The same truth for your solace is telling. 



* See the quotation on page 108, from Tennyson's " New 
Year's Eve." 
f Job xix. 25—27 ; 1 Cor. xv. 20—23. 
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VI. 

The long-buried blossoms that out of the ground 

This moment are cheerily springing, 
Forgetful that Winter their beauty had bound, 

Of the great Resurrection are singing. 
Tour blossoms, like them, have but withered awhile, 

To spring up in more beautiful charms, 
In that Eden where nothing can fade or defile, — * 
Then dry up those tears, and look up with a smile, 

Where they'll soon be restored to your arms ! 

* 1 Peter i. 4. 



"THERE'S LIGHT BEYOND." 

(Suggested by a truthful Anecdote op a Traveller 

and his Guide.) 



I. 

" Press onward, Master ! there is light 

Beyond these dark and dismal clouds ; 
The mountain's brow is clear and bright, 

Though vapour here it's side enshrouds. 
No danger now above thee lies, 

From which there's reason to abscond ; 
But glorious scenes await thine eyes — 

Press on ! press on ! there's Light beyond ! " 

II. 

Thus spake a wise and trusty guide, 

To one who felt his courage fail, 
While clamb'ring up a mountain's side, 

Where sudden clouds both mount and vale 
Hid from his view, as with a pall ; 

But soon his courage, and his fond 
Desire to climb, came at the call — 

"Press on ! press on ! there's Light beyond ! " 
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III. 

Fired by these words, the traveller now 

Push'd upward, till, amid the blue, 
Clear heavens, upon the mountain's brow 

He stood — transported with the view. 
The clouds dispers'd, the scenes below 

Revealing ; and the gazer conn'd 
This lesson well, that all should know — 

*' Press on ! press on ! there 's Light beyond ! 



»» 



IV. 
Whatever heights our feet essay 

To clamber up — and life has many, 
To gain whose summits would repay, 

A thousand- fold, the toil of any ; 
Black clouds on all are sure to fret 

And frighten us ; but now we 've conn'd 
A truth which shows they 11 vanish yet — 

" Press on ! press on ! there 's Light beyond !" 

V. 

To climb life's hills for bread, or fame, 

Or usefulness, or love, or learning, 
Their summits still should be our aim — 

To reach them, our incessant yearning. 
And if, like Moses, thou would'st stand 

On Pisgah's heights (that correspond 
To Faith's), and view " the Promised Land "— 

" Press on ! press on ! there 's Light beyond ! " 

i 
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VI. 

Nay, if at last, on Zions own 

Celestial hill, above the skies, 
Thy soul would sit upon the Throne 

To which thy God would have thee rise ; 
Should e'en Egyptian darkness shroud 

Thy path at times — still, with a fond, 
Undying trust, through every cloud, 

Press on ! press on ! there's Light beyond ! " 



t< 



VII. 

Who would to aught that's great aspire— 

Or in Eternity, or Time — 
Must never let their footsteps tire, 

Nor fear, through blackest clouds to climb. 
For Perseverance must prevail, 

And Courage is a magic wand, 
"Whose touch illumines hill and dale : — 

" Press on ! press on ! there's Light beyond ! " 

VIII. 

" Press on / press on ! there* s Light heyond! " 

Though all around thee groweth dim ; 
Fear not the clouds the hills have donn'd — 

Nor mists in which the valleys swim. 
The sky that's now so dark and black, 

Will brighten soon, to bless thy fond 
And eager gaze : then, turn not back : — 

" Press on ! press on ! there's Light beyond ! " 
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IX. 

Long ere the rising sun hath shed 

One beam to guide his little wings, 
The warbling Skylark leaves his bed, 

And through the darkness soars and sings, 
Unconscious of a thought of fear, 

Or weariness — so strong the bond 
'Tween him and heav'n ; still singing clear — 
" Press on ! press on ! there's Light beyond ! " 

X. 

! may his blessed motto be 

Our motto, too — however dark 
Or Earth or Heaven appear, till we 

Outsoar the gloom ; and, like the Lark, 
Pour from the skies a loud, and long, 

And grateful warble ; and with fond 
Delight proclaim to all, in song — 

" Press on ! press on ! there's Light beyond ! " 



i2 



-DARLING LITTLE LUCY:" 

OB, 

A YorNG Mother's Lament fob her only Child, 

WHO WA8 TAKEN HOME TO HEAVEN, 
BEFORE COMPLETING HER 8EC0ND TEAR ON EARTH.* 



I. 

My home was happy — bless' d as any wife, 

Or fond young mother, could have wished her 
dwelling; 

For bliss was there, all other joys excelling 
That Woman's heart can long for in this life. 
*T was not mere freedom from domestic strife — 

That fiend of hell whose voice is but the knelling 
Which tells the household that its peace is dead ; — 

Nor was it merely Plenty's smile, expelling 
Dark thoughts of Want; but it was Him I toed — 
And Darling Little Lxjct! 



• These Elegiac Stanzas have been written in tender condo- 
lence with Mrs. Annette Jane Taylob, the bereaved young 
mother of the little angel whom the Saviour has taken to His 
bosom, and one of the author's dearest aud most respected 
Christian friends. The first line of the title, and some of the 
thoughts expressed in this maternal Monody, were suggested by 
the following extract from Mrs. Taylor's letter referring to her 
married life, and announcing the demise of her child: — "I 
have been very happy, only it has pleased my Heavenly Father 
to take my darling little Lucy to Himself. * * * It was a 
deep trial to me." 
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II. 



These were the two grand sources of the bliss 

That bless' d my home — a loving husband given, 
And still in mercy spared to me, by Heaven ; 

And our sweet child — the Seraph whom we miss 

So sadly now. O God ! 'tis hard to kiss 

Thy chaining rod : and yet, our souls have striven, 

In meek submission at Thy feet, to say — 

" Thy Will he done ! " for, though our hearts are 
riven, 

Thy Love that gave, had right to take away 
Our Darling Little Lucy ! 

III. 

Thou Who •' rememb'rest that we are but dust" — * 

Who, while on earth, all human woe didst measure ; 

To sorrow's plaint ne'er deaf — nor seeking leisure 
From soothing those that put in Thee their trust : 
Bear with the weakness of our hearts, that must 

Still mourn the babe that filTd them with such 
pleasure ; 
For, though in Heaven's protecting safe Thy Love 

Hath wisely stored our richest earthly treasure, 
We'll miss it sadly, till we find above, 

Our Darling Little Lucy! 



* Psalm ciii. 14. 
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IV. 

Tet, when we pause — before us, and around, 

To view the world, and watch the snares 'tis 
spreading 

For young and old ; and see how few are treading 
With cautious footsteps on the treach'rous ground : 
Nay, when we think that world was never found 

So bent on folly — not ev'n Woman dreading, 
Now, to forsake her Heav'n-appointed sphere : 

We check the sorrows for our child we're shedding, 
And, Heav'n-ward turning, wipe away each tear 
For Darling Little Lucy ! 



"COME UNTO ME!" 



OR, 



THE SAVIOUR'S INVITATION TO ALL SINNERS. 

Matthew xi. 28. 



I. 

" Come, ye mourners 8ad and weary — 

Ye who seek with longing mind, 
Kindly answer to the query, 

4 Where shall we true comfort find ?' 
Bow'd beneath a load of anguish — 

Burthened with iniquity — 
If for peace and rest you languish, 

/will give them — Come to Me ! 

II. 

Pardon, peace, and Heav'n to huy you, 

I from Heav'n came down and died ; 
Not one joy will I deny you, 

Purchased with my hosom's tide. 
Sink your every sin and sorrow, 

Therefore, in My Mercy's sea : 
Ev'n if guilty as Gomorrah, 

I'll forgive — then, Come to Me ! 
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m. 

Vainly through the world you'll wander, 

* Seeking rest, and finding none : ' 
Light and life, alike, you squander, 

While you're shutting out the Sun. 
Earth's most brilliant lights but gleaming 

Tapers are, at best, and flee 
From your eyes, that Heav'n's own beaming 

May be sought : then, Come to Me ! 

IV. 

Has the grave of friends bereft you, 

Who would fond and faithful prove ? 
Have the loved and trusted left you 

Weeping their inconstant love ? 
Earth no comfort now can give you — 

Heaven, alone, your aim should be ; 
But Til soothe you, and receive you, 

Mere, and there — then, Come to Me ! 

V. 

Strive to meet the true ones taken 

To that blessed land of rest : 
Pray the false be not forsaken, 

In their turn — but there be blest. 
Hope to meet the good will cheer you ; 

While to pardon perfidy, 
Will to Heav'n and Earth endear you ; 

But, to do it — Come to Me. 



t( 
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VI. 

Come, ! come, ye broken-hearted ! 
Ye whose earthly joys are dead : 

Ye whose hopes, like dreams departed- 
Blissful visions ! — all have fled. 

Sweeter joys, that live for ever — 
Friendships, broken ne'er to be — 

Love, whose bonds no pow'r can sever- 
/will give— then, Come to Me ! " 



LINES TO THE MEMORY 

or 
AN INFANT SISTER. 



I. 
Sweet, sainted Babe ! full twenty years have fled,* 
Since thou wast laid to slumber with the dead, 

And saved from all earth's future grief and care : 
But o'er our hearts thou such a pow'r hadst gained, 
That cruel love would gladly have detained 
Our lovely little seraph here, and chained 

Thine infant spirit all life's ills to share. 

* This little poem was written many years ago, but its sen- 
timents, instead of being weakened, have been strengthened, by 
the lapse of time. 
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II. 

But kinder Heaven, in mercy, call'd thee hence, • 
Nor dared we then to wish thee back from thence, 

Although we sorely mourn' d from thee to part : 
Nor could we cease, for years, to mourn for thee, 
Whose playful ways had fill'd with ecstasy, 
And hopes of bliss (ne'er realized to be,) 

Each loving parent's, brother's, sister's heart. 

• 

III. 

Those hopes and joys can ne'er to us return ; 

Yet, we have ceased long since for thee to mourn, — 

Although a fond, involuntary tear 
Doth still, at times, (when Love's sad glances fly 
Through memory's vistas,) start into our eye, 
From the heart's fountain that no years can dry — 

To say, sweet Babe, our Sister still is dear ! 

IV. 

We bless the Love that to unmingled bliss 
So early took thee from a world like this, 

Where sweetest pleasures still are mix'd with pain, 
And care and sorrow, even in its best 
And brightest lot. And much we long to rest, 
With all our lov'd ones, in those mansions bless'd, 

Where thee, and them, we hope to meet again. 
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V. 

Our household flock that lov'd so well, of old, 
Their little lamb now in that heavenly Fold, 

With the Good Shepherd, Who for all has died ; 
Though half, at least, like thee, have falTn asleep, 
While all the rest are severed wide, to weep 
For one another — God, we trust, will keep, 

Till, soul and body, all with Him abide. 

VI. 

While life shall last, this hope shall cheer us on — 
And soothe our hearts for those already gone ; 

And prompt our pray'rs for those on Earth who 
dwell; 
That God may guide them by His Word and Grace, 
And all their sins in Jesu's Blood efface, 
And comfort them, and bring them to that place— 
Our Heavenly Home, where none shall say, " Fare- 
well ! " 



COLLEEN AGRA:* 

OR, 

Geoffry's Soliloquy, ox Visiting, after many years* 

Absence, His once-loved Trysting-place with his good 

and beautiful christian a mary. 

An Ode to the Memory of a long-faded Flower. 



I. 

By this moonlit stream I wander, 

Colleen agra ; 
O'er the joys of youth to ponder, 

Colleen agra : 
O'er the time when it was cheering, 
Thus to watch the moonbeams peering 
Through the clouds, when thou wast nearing, 

Colleen agra. 

II. 

O ! how happy were the hours, 

Colleen agra, 
Then we spent among these flowers, 

Colleen agra, 
By these wooing waters* feeling — 
Thoughts, though pure, beyond revealing, 
Through our youthful bosoms stealing, 

Colleen agra ! 



* Irish words, signifying — Girl of my heart; or, Girl, thou 
putee of my heart; and pronounced, Col'-leen a-graw'. 
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III. 

Mournful murmur now these waters, 

Colleen agra ; 
Sad and pale seem Flora's daughters, 

Colleen agra : 
Do they know in death thou'rt lying ? 
Are the flow'rs with sorrow dying ? 
Are the waves thy requiem sighing, 

Colleen agra ? 

IV. 

Cynthia still, as fond as ever, 

Colleen agra, 
Gazeth down ; hut never, never, 

Colleen agra, 
Shall she see thy dark eyes glowing, 

Love's sweet radiance round them throwing — 

« 

Heavenly hliss on Earth bestowing, 

Colleen agra ! 

V. 

Ah ! these thoughts my heart doth sadden, 

Colleen agra; 
E'en though other eyes now gladden, 

Colleen agra ; 
Blessing me, as those that bless' d me, 
Ere a world of care oppressed me, 
When my First young Love caress* d me, 

Colleen agra ! 



126 COLLEEN AGRA. 

VI. 

Some there are, perchance, would blame me, 

Colleen agra, 
That a thought of thee could claim me, 

Colleen agra : 
Should they blame when Summer's showers 
Weep on graves of Vernal flowers, 
While they bless theib own sweet bowers, 

Colleen agra ? 

VII. 

Should the Redbreast's Autumn ditty, 

Colleen agra, - 
Soothing though it be, and pretty, 

Colleen agra ; 
Make the heart it charms unwilling 
To recall the Lark's wild trilling-^ 
Spring's bright heavens with rapture filling, 

Colleen agra ? 

VIII. 

Hearts there are can quickly banish, 

Colleen agra, 
Images that ne'er should vanish, 

Colleen agra : 
But can those whose charms now blind them, 
Hope those charms will always bind them ? — 
If they do, they'll faithless find them, 

Colleen agra ! 
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IX. 

Who deserves the most affection, 

Colleen agra ? 
And confidence and recollection, 

Colleen agra ? 
'Tis the man that ne'er effaces 
From his inmost soul the traces 
Of his First Love's form and graces, 

Colleen agra ! 

X. 

Whether taken up to Heaven, 

Colleen agra ; 
Or by traitors from us riven, 

Colleen agra ; 
Though mad jealousy may sever — 
True hearts are forgotten never ; 
Still the lost one y s lov*d fob eveb, 

Colleen agra ! 

XI. 

Memory all that's false and fickle, 

Colleen agra, 
Should forget J — But when Death's sickle, 

Colleen agra, 
Fond and faithful blossoms reapeth 
From Affection's fields — who weepeth 
O'er them most, new vows best heepeth. 

Colleen agra ! 
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XII. 

Fickleness is not a feature, 

Colleen agra, 
In the love of such a creature, 

Colleen agra : 
Fonder, firmer, and sincerer, 
His attachments are ; and dearer 
To the heart that now is nearer, 

Colleen agra ! 

XIII. 

One there is, who thus completely, 

Colleen agra, 
Wisely, nobly, fondly, sweetly, 

Colleen agra, 
Trusts the love to thee first given — 
Sure that ev'n were she in Heaven, 
From herself *t would ne'er be riven, 

Colleen agra ! 

XIV. 

Hence, her own high claims and tender, 

Colleen agra, 
Tenfold stronger she doth render, 

Colleen agra — 
To her husband's heart's devotion, 
Making it a soundless ocean, 
For herself, of fond emotion, 

Colleen agra. 
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XV. 

While this streamlet, then, keeps flowing, 

Colleen agra, 
Flow'rs expanding, moonbeams glowing, 

Colleen agra ; 
Though they never more can cheer me, 
As they did when Thou wast near me, 
Still, tow'rds Heaven they'll help to steer me, 

Colleen agra ! 

XVI. 

And till in that Heaven I meet thee, 

Colleen agra, 
There in endless bliss to greet thee, 

Colleen agra ; 
Though my feet no more may wander 
By this dear old stream — I'll ponder 
Over it and thee the fonder, 

Colleen Agba! 



SINGING IN THE STORM: 

OB, 

SAFETY AND CONSOLATION IN CHRIST. 



" Thou hast considered my trouble." 
Psalm xxxi. 7. 



I. 

Dear Saviottb ! when my wounded soul 

In suff'ring and in sorrow lies, 
And crushing cares upon me roll, 

In waves that memory's sea supplies ; 
In all my troubles— all my fears — 

Whate'er my pangs and perils be ; 
This blessed thought my spirit cheers — 

My SAVioim has considered me ! 

II. 

When Conscience' storms did loudly roar, 
And guilt's dark billows from behind 

Came rushing on ; and all before, 

Seem'd rocks where I should ruin find ; 
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Thy Mercy, though it seemed to sleep, 

Roused up and still'd both storm and sea : * 

That Mercy now my soul doth keep — f 
My Saviour still considers me. 

III. 

Yet, my God ! this bitter blast 

Of sorrow fills my heart with dread, 
As loud it sweeps the wild waves past, 

For there are breakers still a-head. 
Sweet cherish* d hopes are borne along, 

There dash'd to death, perhaps to be ; — 
No ! — no ! Thy Faithfulness I wrong — 

My Saviour will consider me ! 

IV. 

One word of Thine Thy child can save, 

With all his hopes — though dark the night, 
And fierce the gale, and rough the wave ; — 

Come, then, and walking in Thy Might 
Across the billows, say — " 'Tis I! 

Be not afraid! " and Galilee 
Shall own her God, and hear me cry — 

" My Saviour still considers me!" 

* These lines, and all similar allusions to be found in the 
other Stanzas, will be thoroughly understood by all who are 
familiar with the following portions of the Holy Scriptures : 
Matthew viii. 23—27 ; xiv. 22—33 : Mark iv. 37—41 ; vi. 45— 
52 : Luke viii. 22—25 ; and John vi. 15—21. 

f Genesis xxviii. 15 : Deuteronomy xxxi. 8 : Isaiah xxvi. 3 : 
Tsalm cxxi., 3—8 and Revelation iii. 10. 
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V. 

I know Thou lovst me, and believe 

The winds and waves must still obey 
Their Maker's voice ; and I can leave 

To Thee the time, their rage to stay. 
Enough for me, Thou know'st " the wind 

Is contrary," and rough the sea ; 
For while I toil 'gainst both combined, 

My Saviour still considers me. 

VI. 

Enough, Thou see'st my lab'ring oar, 

With weary stroke and useless toil, 
Row hard for consolation's shore, 

While griefs great billows round me boil. 
Were these a thousand times as rough, 

At Thy " Be Still ! " they'll placid be : 
Till then, this blessed Truth 's enough — 

My Saviottb will consider me ! 

VII. 

But O ! there's more than this to calm 

My murmurings, and dry my tears, 
And heal my heart with heavenly balm, 

And banish all my ling'ring fears. 
While I am toss'd upon the tide 

Of sorrow's troubled Galilee, 
My Saviotjk, by His Fatheb's side — 

Not on" the mount " — considers me ! 
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VIII. 

Can I be lost, while Jesus prays f 

No, never, never, neveb lost ! 
And though deliverance He delays, 

And lets me still be tempest-tost ; 
He knows I need this bitter blast 

Of trial and adversity ; 
But will no longer let it last, 

Than He considers good for me. 

IX. 

No ! — Fount of Love and Wisdom ! no — 

Not ev'n one hour, or moment, more 
Than 's good for me, this storm shall blow — 

As I shall see when it is o'er, 
More clearly than my tearful eyes 

Can see it now : nor long 't will be, 
Until this joyful song shall rise— 

" My Saviour has considered me ! " 

X. 

Calm, o'er the waves, before my night 

Of grief's much older — in the form 
Of Mercy, Majesty, and Might, 

I'll see Thee walking through the storm : 
I'll hear Thee hush its wrath to rest ; 

But whether smooth, or rough, life's sea — 
Still with this song may it be bless'd — 

" My Savioub has considered me ! " 



" I'M WHERE MY FATHER PLACED ME ! " 



The following little Poem 

Was composed for the comfort of a greatly-afflicted, young 
Christian lady, who was visited by the author, two or three 
days before it was written and sent to her. The words that 
form the title, and which are so sweetly expressive of child-like 
confidence in God, and loving resignation to His Fatherly 
Will, are part of her reply to the expressions of condolence by 
which her visitor endeavoured to console her, in her apparently 
incurable and painful malady ; although, otherwise, happy cir- 
cumstances and surroundings. 



I. 

For years on years I've in the furnace been, 
Yet, not consumed — though daily 't is consuming 
My youthful life, that else would now be blooming 

In all the charms of womanhood's own green 

And lovely Springtime. Darkened is the sheen 
And joyous sunshine of the hopes illuming 

My happy girlhood, ere this trial came — 
My heart to grief, my limbs to torture, dooming : 

But one sweet joy still cools affliction's flame— 
Pm where »»y Father placed me I 



" I'M WHERE 1£T fathee placed he ! " 135 

II. 

• Thy Will be done ! ' 'tis often hard to say; 

And yet, to say it I am always trying : 

' In spirit willing,' I would be complying, 
But my ' weak flesh ' is prone to disobey. r 

My soul's light current runs the higher way 

Of love and duty — which the underlying 
And heavier waves of nature's tides oppose — 

(Like ocean tides with river currents vieing,) 
But, 'mid the strife, my soul rejoicing knows — 
Fm where my Fatkek placed me / 

III. 

Like Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego, 

• The Son of God ' is with me, and controlling 

The fiery tortures of the trial rolling 
Its flames upon me.* Hence, amid the woe 
Of this dread ordeal which afflicts me — though 

No miracle delivers me — consoling 
And all-protecting grace to me is given : 

And with the trial comes such ceaseless doling 
Of tender mercies, I can bless kind Heaven — 
Fm where my Father placed me / 

IV. 

By fondest friends, who love on me to wait, 

With tireless wish to cheer me — I'm surrounded: 

* Vide Daniel iii. 
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While soothing tones, as sweet as ever sounded 
From mortal lips, poor sympathy so great 
Into my soul — that I anticipate, 

When hearing them, that heavenly bliss unbounded, 
Which Heaven's own love and sympathy inspire : 

For 't is on these, true earthly love is founded ; 
And hence, I'll sing, ev'n in affliction's fire — 
Fm where my "Father placed me ! 

V. 

My every want those loving friends supply, 
As Qod y % dispensers, with so true and tender 
A pity for my helplessness — they render 

My heaviest griefs so great a joy, that I 

Forget all sorrows, and all pain defy : 
And oft for both, ev'n bless th' Almighty sender ! 

His Wisdom saw I needed them ; His Love 
In Mercy sent them ; and, as my Defender, 

He'll save me in them, 'till I sing above — 
I'm where my Father placed me ! 

VI. 

blessed thought !— ' in that sweet by-and-by,' 
The cloudless sunshine of His smiles — all weeping 
Shall dissipate ; and the last tear-drops steeping 
My eyes on earth, His loving hand shall dry,* 
Ere I have pass'd the pearly gates on high ! 



* Revelation vii. 17 ; and xxi. 4. 



" i'm whebe my father placed he ! " 137 

In tears now sowing, I shall then be reaping 
Celestial harvests of eternal bliss ! 

Hence, in all sufferings, close to Jesus keeping ; 
My motto still — my solace, shall be this :— 
Vm where my Father placed me ! 



« BY-AITO-BY ; " 

OE, 

THE MISSIONARY SEED. 



I. 

A little seed with plumy crown 

Went floating through the Autumn air, 
And long it wandered up and down, 

As if it seemed to know not where 
To steer its weak and tiny wing : — 

I asked it where it flew, and why ; 
And heard the little downy thing 

Say—" I will tell thee, by-and-by." 
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II. 

Then, passing o'er a bed of bright 

Autumnal blossoms, down it flew, 
And seemed to wish that there it might 

For ever rest, and blossom too. 
But soon a sudden gust of wind 

Bore it away, while, wond'ring, I 
Stood gazing, as it looked behind, 

And bade me " wait, till by-and-by." 

III. 

The breeze rose higher, and 't was blown 

So rudely now against a rock, 
I thought, had it been hard as stone, 

It scarcely could have stood the shock : 
Yet, falling in a crevice (where, 

Ere long it grew,) it told me why 
It's Maxeb had it driven there — 

*' To blossom brightly, by-and-by." 

IV. 

" Here, on this barren rock," it said, 

" Where scarcely now a lichen grows, 
I'll shortly bloom, and round me spread 

More beauty than the garden knows. 
I'll scatter germs of loveliness, 

And seeds of plenty, ere I die ; 
And men and hungry birds will bless 

My name and mem'ry, by-and-by." 
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V. 

/bless'd that little seed — and ne'er 

It's lessons will my soul forget : 
And when by winds of grief and care 

I'm blown about, I'll hope that yet — 
Although the friends and place of rest 

My heart would choose, Heav'n me deny, — 
My mem'ry somewhere may be blest, 

For blessing others, " by-and-by." 

VI. 

To be the sport of every wind 

Of fortune — never knowing where, 
Or why, we're drifting ; and to find 

Ourselves at last flung on the bare 
And cheerless rock, where life's sweet flow'rs 

Of social joy bless not the eye ; 
Would break, 'tis true, such hearts as ours : 

But God will heal them—" by-and-by ! " 

VII. 

Yet, fain we'd shun the hideous rock 

Of sordid pelf and upstart pride ; 
The money'd meanness that must shock 

The wretch that's driv'n by fortune's tide 
Or wind against it. But, although 

Bleak poverty would fright our eye ; 
Ev'n there if God our lot should throw, 

We'll bless Him for it— " by-and-by ! " 
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VIII. . 

He knows what 's best for us, and all 

Bis children ; and His hand controls 
Our destinies. If sorrows fall. 

And hide the sunshine from our souls. 
His smiles will change our darkest woes 

To rainbows ; and from every eye, 
That now so often overflows, 

He 9 ll wipe the last tear, " By-and-by ! "* 

* Revelation vii. 17 ; and xxi. 4. 



THE END. 



APPENDIX. 



Notb 1.— Stanza VI.— Page 16. 

" Victoria Regia" This is the scientific name, given in honor 
of Her Majesty, to the wonderful Waterlily of Equatorial 
America, which has "become so celebrated in the Conservatories 
of the Royal Botanic Gardens of Great Britain, for the beauty 
and delicious perfume of its gigantic flowers ; and for its still 
more gigantic and curiously-formed leaves. 

Notb 2.— Stanza VI.— Page 16. 

" With many a Cactus sweet and grand." 

The nocturnal bloomers of the Cactus Family, are highly in- 
teresting for their beautiful and fragrant flowers ; the " Night- 
blowing Cereus " — Cereus grandiflorus, occupying a pre-eminent 
place among them. 

Note 3.— Stanza VII.— Page 17. 

" The Vernal Grass," or Sweet-scented Vernal Grass — -4»- 
thoxanthum Odoratum, is the principal source of the pleasant 
odour of the newly- mown hayfield. Its fragrance, however, is 
not emitted until it has been cut down by the scythe; but 
while the grass is withering in the sun, and is being converted 
into hay, its sweetness becomes delightfully and strongly per- 
ceptible. 

Note 4. — Stanza IX. — Page 17. 

" The classic Spikenard." — Nardostachys Jatamansi, belongs to 
the Valerian Family. It is the Nard of the Hebrews, and the 
Nardos of the Greeks. Solomon's Song I. 12 ; and IV. 13, 14. 
Mark xiv. 3 ; John zii. 3. 

Notb 5.— Stanza X. — Page 18. 

"The Currant." — The property alluded to in this stanza, 
must have been often noticed in the leaves of several species of 
the genus Ribes ; among which may be specially named, Ribes 
nigrum, the common Black Currant of our gardens ; and R. 
sanguineum, the Bed Flowering Currant ; a hardy and valuable 
exotic, that has become everywhere common throughout Great 
Britain and Ireland, as an ornamental plant, greatly prized for 
its profusion of pendulous racemes of roseate or crimson blos- 
soms, in the early Spring months. 
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Note 6.— Stanza X.— Page 18. 

The Bay"— Sweet Bay, or Noble Laurel — Laurus nobilis, 
is an entirely different plant from the Common Laurel, or Cherry 
Laurel — Cerasus Zauro- cerasus. The former belongs to the 
Order Lauracece; the latter, to the Rose and Cherry Order — 
Rosacea. Both plants, however, were used in the crowning of 
the ancients. The common laurel has very much larger and 
thicker leaves. Both are cultivated in our gardens and shrub- 
beries. 



" Note 7. — Stanza X. — Page 18. 

"The Cinnamon" — dnnamomum Zeylanicum. The inner 
bark of the young, or middle-sized, branches of this Lauraceous 
plant, forms the Cinnamon of commerce — when the condiment 
and medicinal article so called, is genuine. Both in the dead 
and dried state in which we see it, and also while it is attached 
to the living plant, its powerful aromatic properties are compar- 
atively imperceptible, until (as alluded to in the Stanza,) the 
Cinnamon has been broken and bruised. See Exodus xxx. 23 ; 
and Solomon's Song iv. 14. 

Note 8.— Stanza XL— Page 18. 

•• Frankincense." — This is an aromatic gum-resin, obtained 
from an East Indian tree — Boswellia thurifera, of the Myrrh 
Family, Amyridacece. It is known, also, as Indian Olibanum, 
and is said to be the Lebonah of the Hebrews. It is frequently 
referred to in the Bible — sometimes as Incense, or Sweet In- 
cense, when it is included with other perfumes ; and, at other 
times, as Frankincense. Its name implies the frankness, or 
freedom, with which its odour arises, when the substance is 
burned, or subjected to heat. See Exodus xxx. 7, 8 : Solomon's 
Song, iii. 6; and iv. 14 : Matthew ii. 11 : and Luke i. 9 — 11. 
Frankincense is still used in Roman Catholic and other 
Churches, in which the burning of incense forms a part of the 
worship. 

Note 9. — Stanza 12.— Page 19. 

The author can lay no claim to the beautiful idea expressed 
in this Stanza, since that idea has been borrowed from an exqui- 
sitely sweet and inestimable gem, for which the Church and 
the World are indebted to the Author of the " Irish Melodies." 
Moore's original lines, that suggested the thought which has 
been differently expressed and extended in the above-named 
Stanza, form the concluding part of that sacred melody com- 
mencing thus : — " O ! Thou who dry'st the mourner's tear." 
They are the following : — 

•' Then sorrow, touch' d by Thee, grows bright 
With more than rapture's ray ; 
As darkness shows us worlds of light, 
We never saw by day." 
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Note 10.— Stanza XIII.— Page 19. 

Although the Nightingale — Ph ilomela luseinia % sometimes 
sings at intervals during the daytime y the full tide of his un- 
paralleled song is never poured out on the transported ear, until 
niyht has enshrouded the landscape in darkness. 

Note 11.— Stanza XXIV.— Page 23. 
"Like Mungo's little Moss.** 

Since it is possible, that some of our more juvenile readers 
may not yet have read about that thrilling episode in the life of 
Mungo Park, to which the above words allude : its brief recital 
will not be unwelcome to them, and may do them good. 

When that celebrated African traveller, worn out by sickness 
and fatigue, sat down in despair, to die in the desert, without 
one human friend to whisper hope to his heart, and fearfully 
apprehensive that he should never again see the face of a fellow- 
creature in this world ; his languid eye caught sight of a very 
humble and minute moss-plant, growing in the sand near his 
feet. Instantly, his dying courage began to revive, and his 
exhausted frame to feel returning vigour : as he commenced to 
reflect, that the great and good God, Who had caused that ap- 
parently insignificant plant to spring up in so sterile a soil, and 
Who had watched over it, and nourished it with the dew of 
heaven, would surely not abandon one of His human children, 
made in His own Image; and who, in utter helplessness, looked 
up to Him for His Fatnerly compassion and help. 

Strengthened and encouraged by these pious reflections, and 
with tears of joy and gratitude in his eyes, he arose and pur- 
sued his journey; and was soon guided by the merciful 
Providence he had trusted, to the friendliest of natives. His 
touching account of their tender pity and warm hospitality to 
•' the white man," few right-minded people, either young or old, 
can read, without deep emotion, and increased confidence in 
God, and gratitude to Him. 

Note 12.— Stanza VI.— Page 30. 

Whatever other country or people the charge of serfdom and 
despotic tyranny, made in this Stanza, may apply to ; its appli- 
cation (in the present day,) to any portion of the British Em- 
pire, or its Rulers, or its people, would be glaringly unjust. 
No nation or empire, either in the present or any bygone age, 
has ever enjoyed so large an amount of civil and religious 
liberty, or such impartial protection for life and property, as 
the British Constitution secures to all classes and creeds among 
the subjects of Queen Victoria. 

Note 13.— Stanza X.— Page 35. 

" Afric's fainting Traveler." 

For explanation of this, see Note 11, on this page. 
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Note 14. —Stanza XII.— Page 35. 

The story of Bruce and the Spider is too well known to need 
repetition here : bat it is impossible not to believe, that multi- 
tudes of other observers of that humble creature's patience and 
perseverance, have learned from it the same lessons by which, it 
stimulated the brave-hearted and patriotic Scottish Monarch, 
to triumph over the disheartening difficulties that so long pre- 
vented the emancipation of his country. 

Note 15.— Stanza IV.— Page 53, 

In this Stanza, the Swallows are represented as taking np 
their winter abode, in certain parts of Southern Europe, as well as 
in Northern Africa ; but it is right to state, that many authorities 
have doubted all reports about their wintering in any part of 
the European Continent. There is no doubt, however, about 
the Delta of the Nile being one of their hibernal homes. 

Note 16.— Stanza V.— Page 76. 

•• The Moving Plant " — Eedysarum gyrans, (called by some 
botanists, Desmodium gyrans,) is an East Indian plant, the 
leaves of which exhibit most remarkably capricious movements, 
even in perfectly calm weather ; and, apparently, in the absence 
of all stimuli that could account for such a singular display of 
•• vegetable irritability.'" 
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Note 17.— Stanza VI.— Page 76. 

" Ephem'ral as the Angler's Fly." 

The scientific name of this frail, but elegantly-formed, and, 
in every way, very beautiful insect, is Ephemera vulgata. The 
generic portion of this name is most appropriately expressive of 
its truly ephemeral life, in its imago or nymph state ; for in this, 
its perfect condition, it lives only a few hours ; although in its 
first or larval form, it enjoys a very long existence. 

Note 18.— &*? Title of Foem— Page 85. 

" Do what we will, they will never die," 

Sir Bernard Burke, in his " Vicissitudes " of great or Noble 
Families, records these words, as the reply of an old man to his 
enquiries about the Finderne family, of whose former greatness 
in the locality where they had flourished, no other traces or 
relics could be found, than their garden flowers run wild. To 
these the old man pointed, and said, " Do what we will, they 
will never die ! " 
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